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Ye  25  th  Company 


Book  is  the  chronicle  of  the  25th  Company.  Who  drills  may 
I  read. 

Not  all  the  things  we  did  and  saw  and  thought  are  here.  Some 
of  them  were  unprintable.  Others  eluded  the  camera.  Others 
still  were  brought  to  an  untimely  scrap-basket  by  the  decrees  of  space. 
Besides,  there  are  many  things  beyond  the  meagre  power  of  the  writer  of 
chronicle.  What  pen,  for  instance,  could  have  portrayed  the  glory  of  our 
arrival,  —  the  dim  night,  the  empty,  cavernous  barracks,  the  unmattressed 
cot  springs  which  printed  a  gridiron  on  our  backs,  the  single  blanket  under 
which  we  shivered  with  more  than  anticipation?  What  poet  could  have 
sung  the  adventures  of  the  days  following,  when  we  lugged  untold  millions 
of  iron  beds  up  and  down  unending  stairways  and  wore  a  pathetic  pathway 
from  the  Supply  Room  to  “Warehouse  No. 4  ”  out,  so  it  seemed,  beyond  the 
tenth  milestone? 

Our  first  drills,  —  those  heartbreaking  100-yard  dashes  where  Lieuten¬ 
ant  Stevens  led  the  wray;  the  interminable  right  and  left  faces;  the  squad 
drills,  “Even  numbered  squads,  forward,  march.  Squads  right  about,” 
and  so  forth,  till  the  acting  corporals  came  loping  back  with  a  scared 
look  to  try  and  tell  us  what  they  didn’t  know  about  squads  right  or  to  the 
rear  march.  Our  first  conferences,  when  Lieutenant  Seyfert  roared  out 
our  introduction  to  the  I.  D.  R.  and  Lieutenant  Morey  numbered  over  the 
1001  parts  of  the  rifle, when  Lieutenant  Verner  politely  mentioned  that  it 
was  unhealthy  to  go  to  sleep  in  his  classes  (as  if  any  one  could!),  and  Lieu¬ 
tenant  Stevens  read  us  the  Articles  of  War  and,  as  we  looked  glum,  cheered 
us  by  predicting  that  fully  half  of  us  would  get  through  without  incurring  a 
death  penalty!  Our  first  platoon  drill,  when  wre  couldn’t  “hold  those 
pivots”  or  step  off  together  on  the  fifth  count;  our  first  time  out  in  front 
of  the  platoon,  when  we  felt  like  a  very  small  worm  in  a  very  large  hole, 
and  a  devil  of  a  hole  at  that;  the  first  time  our  platoons  drilled  together 
as  a  company  and  found  themselves  swinging  from  line  to  column  and 
column  to  line  like  veterans;  our  first  examination,  our  first  week-end 
pass,  our  first  typhoid  jab,  our  first  sick  call,  these  and  many  other  things 
we  have  had  to  pass  by  with  only  the  briefest  mention. 

There  wrere  many  adventures  on  patrolling  worthy  of  whole  epics  in 
themselves,  there  were  baseball  games  and  track  meets  and  company 
shows  and  weeks  of  drilling,  there  w'ere  hours  of  w'ig-wag  in  the  pleasant 
flush  of  noon  or  the  damp  of  the  morning,  which  must  go  dowm  to  oblivion 
unrecorded. 

And  our  final  nights,  which  were  no  less  worthy  of  literary  immortality 
than  our  first,  alas,  they,  like  the  others  must  be  left  almost  in  silence. 
The  night  when  Eaton  held  auction  and  Finkelstein  bought  the  two  com- 


pany  irons  which  so  mysteriously  disappeared  the  next  morning.  The 
night  we  turned  in  all  our  ordinance  and  knew  we  were  through  for  keeps. 
And  as  we  remember  the  end,  one  tearful  picture  clings  to  the  minds  of 
all  of  us,  a  picture  of  a  pathetic  private  holding  firmly  to  his  trousers  with 
one  hand  while  the  other  frantically  searches  his  pockets  for  a  shingle 
nail  or  a  piece  of  string.  For  the  Powers  that  Are,  while  they  let  us  keep 
our  uniforms,  by  some  strange  kink  of  official  psychology  insisted  on  taking 
away  our  belts !  A  final  touch,  typical  of  the  Army. 

But  after  all,  no  book  could  hope  to  recreate  in  all  its  parts  the  life  we 
lived.  One  must  live  it  himself  to  taste  its  savor,  tumble  out  of  bed  of  a 
black  morning,  with  the  notes  of  first  call  ringing  in  his  ears,  and  the  moist¬ 
ure  dripping  heavily  from  the  eaves,  to  drill  interminable  hours  with  the 
sun  dazzle  in  his  eyes  and  a  gun  that  weighs  like  a  howitzer,  and  drop  on  to 
his  bunk  at  night  just  awake  enough  to  hear  bugle  after  bugle,  fainter  and 
fainter,  pick  up  the  throb  of  Taps  till  the  sound  blows  away  to  an  echo. 
And  apart  from  the  things  that  actually  happened,  that  the  pen  could  pin 
down,  there  was  something  greater,  a  feeling,  a  spirit,  beyond  the  scope  of 
ink.  The  spirit  of  our  Officers,  who  at  the  beginning  were  ninety-nine 
per  cent  of  the  company,  and  who  never  ceased  to  be  more  than  half,  of 
our  squads,  our  platoons,  of  old  Twenty-Five  itself,  which  made  us  eager 
to  drive  home  that  extra  ounce  of  energy,  sweat  out  that  extra  minute  of 
time,  not  because  our  commissions  were  at  stake,  but  because  we  were  the 
25th  Company,  this  cannot  be  put  between  covers.  You  will  find  but 
the  bare  shadow  of  it  in  our  book.  It  is  too  big  for  books. 

With  these  exceptions,  we  have  tried  to  make  a  true  record  of  the  ten 
weeks  when  we  were  citizens  of  the  South.  At  its  worst  it  will  serve  to 
keep  us  from  forgetting.  At  its  best  it  is  our  book,  the  book,  all  we  have 
to  represent  the  passing  of  a  fine  war  machine  of  which  we  were  unduly 
proud.  Open  it  always  with  an  eye  keen  for  old  memories,  close  it  with 
a  good-luck  wish  for  the  men  who  used  to  be  “The  Boys.” 


“  Put  Some  Pep  Into  It —  Put  Some  Pep  Into  It !  ” 


Two  Long  Points  Advancing  the  Rear  Foot" 

WO  long  points,  advancing  the  rear  foot,  to  the  throat  and 
stomach,  Point!  Good  gad,  you  should  have  been  there  ten 
minutes  ago!  Put  some  pep  into  it!  Put  some  pep  into  it!! 
This  is  not  an  old  maid’s  sewing  class!  You're  all  more  than 
seven  years  old.  Hop  to  it,  now.  Heads  up,  tails  over  the  dash  board. 
On  your  toes!  Two  long  points  — ”  and  so  forth,  while  the  gun 


O 


"Heads  Up,  Tails  Orer  the  Dashboard  " 


grew  heavier  and  heavier 
and  you  longed  more  burn- 
ingly  each  minute  for  that 
low  blast  of  the  Captain's 
whistle.  It  seemed  pretty 
hard  work  to  you  then. 
What  would  you  give  for 
a  half  hour  of  it  now,  on 
ihe  hard  sand  in  the  hot 
sun.  with  just  the  hint  of 
a  breeze  playing  over  vour 
naked  shoulders,  and  a 


cold  shower  in  the  dis¬ 
tance?  How  it  all  comes 
back,  the  short  cheer  and 
sharp  run  at  dismissal,  the 
tired  yet  happy  trudge 
home,  the  dash  for  a  bath, 
the  feverish  effort  to  put 
a  retreat  shine  on  a  pair  of 
field  shoes  never  intended 
to  shine,  the  fervent  prayer 
that  there  be  no  inspection 
of  rifle>  that  evening,  the 


"Stipes  and  His  Bloodthirsty  Crete  " 


warm  glow  of  physical  fitness  when  all  the  fuss  was  over  and  you  sat 
down  to  mess  with  an  appetite  like  a  young  lion  and  a  thirst  above  that 
of  the  Sahara. 

Good  old  Bayonet,  though  we  did  curse  her,  blade,  guard  and  scabbard, 
she  generously  paid  us  back  with  muscles  of  steel  and  a  body  quick  as  a 
steel  trap.  We  can  have  only  one  regret,  that  after  all  our  weary  practice 
we  never  had  a  chance  to  try  the  piece  over  on  our  little  Hun.  Here's 
hoping. 


K 
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XT  brings  a  twinge  much  like  homesickness  to  think  of  the  old  bar¬ 
racks  now,  filled  with  strangers  perhaps,  or  perhaps  already  torn 
down  and  sold  for  reclamation  to  the  highest  bidder.  They  were 
good  old  shanties  enough.  No  matter  how  bleak  and  stark  the 
rest  of  the  cantonment  looked,  no  matter  how  bitterly  we  murmured 
maledictions  on  a  government  that  wasted  no  paint  on  that  which  it  did 
build,  whenever  our  own  buildings  lifted  above  the  horizon  they  had  a 
familiar  and  pleasant  face  which  made  us  forget  the  gauntness  of  the  rest. 
I  suppose  it  was  because  they  were  Home. 


And  a  good  home  too,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  Fire  Squad  never 
built  a  fire,  or  the  Police  Squad  made  our  few  spare  minutes  miserable  by 
kicking  up  impossible  clouds  of  dust  and  piling  the  chairs  high  about  our 
heads  in  perilous  barricades.  Few  of  us  will  ever  again  become  so  intimate 
with  floors  as  we  did  with  those  barracks  floors.  We  swept  them,  con¬ 
stantly,  mopped  them,  oiled  them,  walked  upon  them,  sat  on  them,  rolled 
on  them  in  our  boxing  bouts,  cussed  them  in  the  morning  for  being  too 
cold.  Not  to  mention  one  floor  of  the  showers  where  we  piroutted  in  the 
cool  of  the  evening,  howling  “Close  that  door!”  and  whereon  we  washed 
socks  and  union  suits  beyond  all  accounting. 


Good  barracks!  We’ve  sat  on  the  back  steps  and  smoked,  we’ve  sat 
in  the  study  rooms  and  written  Home,  we’ve  lain  on  our  bunks  of  a  Sunday 
and  wished  we  were  Home,  we’ve  run  down  the  stairs  in  all  costumes,  at 
all  times,  from  Fire  call  to  Fatigue,  we’ve  scoured  the  grounds  round-about 
minutely  for  somebody  else’s  butts,  we’ve  cleaned  them  inside  and  out 
till  they  shone  like  Gold  Dust.  Good  barracks!  What  would  you  bid  for 
a  glimpse  of  them  lying  white  under  the  moon  tonight? 


The  Devilish  “  Hebert  Exercises  ” 


O  one  who  enjoyed  getting  close  to  nature,  who  revelled  in  per- 
ffl  **  j  sonal  contact  with  the  primitive,  Physical  was  a  joy  forever. 

Outside  of  that  Physical  was  invented  for  the  direct  benefit  of 
the  Camp  Lee  laundry  and  the  delinquency  list.  The  Instructor 
stood  you  up  and  looked  you  over,  paying  particular  attention  to  the  con¬ 
dition  of  your  B.  V.  D’s.  If  they  were  immaculate  he  indulged  in  a  broad 
smile  (which  was  your  cue  to  pray,  hard),  and  issued  a  dozen  hurried 
commands.  The  result  was  that  you  scraped  over  the  landscape  on  your 
back  and  tummy  until  further  notice,  whereon  you  were  stood  up  and 
inspected  again.  The  process  was  considered  a  success  as  soon  as  you 
appeared  like  the  wreck  of  a  coal  mine  explosion.  In  the  meantime,  of 
course, “ye  little  red  book”  was  ambling  about  busily  in  the  rear,  and  your 
chances  of  being  gazetted  for  the  Orderly  Room  that  night  as  a  dirty  shirt 
were  growing  every  minute.  Selah!  Such  is  life  in  the  army. 

It  was  all  good  sport  though,  to  get  tangled  up  in  a  co-ordination  exer¬ 
cise  where  every  one  was  doing  “two,  three,”  while  everybody  else  did 
“three,  four,”  and  the  Instructor  stood  by  in  throes  of  weary  disgust;  or 


‘Fingers  Stretch  ” 


The  Best  Part  of  “  Physical  ” 

to  stoop  and  twist  perilously  in  execution  of  the  duck  waddle  and  the  bear 
walk  and  other  strenuous  and  zoological  pas  seuls;  or  to  feel  around 
you  the  accurate  flash  of  white  arms,  and  the  rhythmic  swing  and  swoop 
of  white-clad  bodies  in  the  cold  morning  air;  or  to  know  the  major  was 
watching  and  let  out  an  extra  spurt  of  steam  for  the  sake  of  the  old  company. 

It  may  be  all  over  for  us,  now,  but  the  bite  of  those  nipping  November 
dawns,  and  the  fine  flush  with  which  we  “fell  out  for  ten  minutes”  will 
cling  to  our  memories  long  after  more  important  affairs  have  slipped 
finally  into  the  port  of  lost  memories. 
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“  Arms  Forward —  Raise  ” 


O0  you  remember  that  dripping  grey  Virginia  dawn  when  you 
could  hardly  see  your  hand  before  you  and  they  marched  you 
off  in  a  cadence  of  chattering  teeth  to  some  haunted  cross  road 
the  other  side  of  nowhere,  and  sweeping  a  lordly  arm  over  some 
miles  of  landscape  said  calmly,  “Map  it!  Get  everything  in,  but  don’t 
be  late  for  mess.  Carry  on!”?  Do  you  remember  the  hopeless  feeling 
that  gripped  you  as  you  considered  your  mapping  board  and  your  alidade, 
and  tried  to  fumble  in  a  business  like  way  at  your  compass?  You  probably 
discovered  all  in  a  rush  that  you  had  forgotten  your  thumb  tacks,  and  your 
paper,  and  that  you  had  brought  the  wrong  pencil,  and  your  eraser  was 
home  in  your  other  suit.  And  you  usually  compromised  by  sidling  over 
to  your  bunky  and  inquiring  in  a  stage  whisper  how  in  the  deuce  you  got 
the  darn  thing  started  anyhow. 

But  when  you  did  get  started !  the  quiet  roads,  the  long  swinging  stride, 
the  rich  autumn  foliage  and  odors,  the  out  of  the  way  corner  where  you 
could  sneak  off  for  a  minute  and  light  up  and  forget  your  troubles ;  trying 
to  think  and  count  at  the  same  time,  and  if  you  did  drop  a  hundred  or  two 
it  didn’t  matter  much,  the  thing  wasn’t  supposed  to  be  accurate  anyhow; 
taking  pot  shots  at  houses  and  getting  them  in  egregiously  wrong  places, 
putting  in  a  contour  now  and  again  for  luck;  coming  out  a  couple  of  miles 
wrong  and  skillfully  applying  the  tourniquet!  All  in  all  it  was  the  best 
fun  we  had.  Let  us  drain  a  bumper  to  the  Traverse,  and  the  Contour, 
and  the  Conventional  Sign.  May  their  curves  and  angles  never  grow  less! 


Looking  for  Contours 


XT  was  a  dark  and  stormy  night,  Gas 
Night,  in  fact,  but  the  25th  was  not 
appalled.  “They,”  the  powers  that 
be,  fell  us  in  in  the  gloom.  They 
marched  us  over  strange  roads,  and  strange 
apologies  for  roads,  gullied  with  innumerable 
canyons  and  filled  with  a  glorious  army  of  in¬ 
visible  stumps.  They  shot  off  firecrackers 
under  our  feet  and  rockets  over  our  heads  and 
blank  cartridges  to  our  flanks  and  rear;  they 
wafted  multi-colored  smoke  in  our  face  and 
told  us  we  were  in  danger  of  sudden  death 
(while  they,  forsooth,  stood  debonnairely  by 
the  road  as  devoid  of  masks  as  any  Zulu). 

They  made  us  leap  rivers  and  cross  deserts. 

They  did  their  level  darndest  to  lose  us.  But 
we  fooled  'em!  At  9.30  we  turned  up  on  the  fire  break  to  a  man.  And 
we  had  kept  the  best  connections  of  the  whole  battalion! 

Probably  no  one  will  ever  lose  memory  of  his  Gas  Mask.  It  was  such 
an  intimate  affair,  thrust  under  his  nose  at  all  times  and  occasions.  And 
even  after  removal  he  could  taste  the  flavor  of  its  intimacy  for  some  hours 
to  come.  Close  order  drill  in  gas  masks!  It  was  like  being  in  a  subway 
rush  with  both  hands  tied  and  a  clothes  pin  on  your  nose.  You  started 
maybe  as  number  one  of  the  rear  rank;  suddenly  you  found  yourself 
number  four  of  the  front  or  a  blank  file  or  a  file  closer,  and  probably  ended 
as  right  or  left  guide.  It  must  be  a  gay  life  in  France. 

Daily  health  hint:  If  you  see  a  chauffeur  with  his  collar  turned  up  so  that  all  you 
can  see  is  a  staring  pair  of  goggles .  don't  get  rattled  and  offer  him  a  handkerchief  or  a 
sponge.  He  wont  knou)  what  it's  for.  But  oh  boy,  we  will! 


we  had  to  have  push  and  pull  always  at  the  dim  peep  of  dawn, 
W  I  j  when  the  wind  had  an  edge  like  a  bayonet  and  cut  the  very 
\|/  marrow  from  your  bones,  or  immediately  after  a  hard  morning  s 
drill,  or  promptly  at  one  o’clock  in  the  broiling  noonday  sun,  will 
forever  remain  a  profound  mystery.  Indeed,  why  we  ever  had  the  con¬ 
founded  thing  at  all  will  endure  a  dark  secret  to  some,  for  try  as  we  would 
no  one  of  us  ever  got  the  combination  right.  “Position  and  Aiming  Drill, 
Class,  Ready!”  and  you  invariably  found  that  your  muzzle  was  too  high, 
or  your  hand  wasn’t  close  enough  to  your  hip,  or  you  hadn’t  turned  a  full 
45  degrees.  “Position  Exercise!  One,  Two,  One,  Two,”  and  though  you 
shoved  the  old  gun  out  and  tugged  it  back  so  religiously  that  you  had 
visions  of  wearing  a  hole  in  the  atmosphere,  without  exception  you  forgot 
to  depress  the  front  sight.  And  so  on  through  the  terrible  tangle.  Either 
you  aligned  your  sights  before  you  held  your  breath,  or  you  omitted  to 
squeeze  that  trigger,  or  you  stuck  your  head  too  far  forward,  or  you  put 


Position  and  Aiming  Drill — Class  Ready 


your  thumb  around  the  stock  or  leaned  your  body  backward,  or  neglected 
to  raise  that  right  elbow,  or  committed  some  other  heinous  offence  against 
the  S.  A.  F.  M.  that  disqualified  you  permanently.  As  for  bolt  manipula¬ 
tion,  it  was  a  contrivance  of  Satan’s  own  for  the  dislocation  of  shoulders, 
and  the  making  of  gouges  in  the  hands  of  men.  And  slings  were  made  for 
a  contortionist  or  Wu  Wu  the  human  frog.  They  were  beyond  us. 

“To  educate  the  muscles  and  train  the  eye.”  Hang  you,  old  Push  and 
Pull  you  probably  did.  If  anything  could  you  would.  But  drat  the  luck, 
and  this  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all,  we  never  did  have  a  chance  to 
find  out. 


The  Best  Thing  About  Push  and  Pull 
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Nelson  Lyman  Meader 
Cambridge,  N.  Y. 
Cambridge  High  School.  Gro¬ 
cery  Manager.  Enlisted, 
September  13,  1918. 


Herbert  Andrew  Schmitz 
7th  Street,  Niagara  Falls,  N.  Y. 
Lock  Port  High  School.  Postal 
Clerk.  Enlisted,  March  28, 
1917. 


wjj  -•  ■. 


Walter  Bottemiller 
Bertha,  Minn. 

Bertha  High  School.  Garage 
Owner  and  Auto  Dealer. 
Enlisted,  April  9,  1918. 


Emory  Ray  Williams 
42  Hanover  Street,  Gettysburg,  Pa. 
Civil  Engineer.  Enlisted,  Septem¬ 
ber  13.  1918. 


27  Southard  Street,  Trenton,  N.  J. 
Lambertville  High  School. 
Clerk.  Enlisted,  March  20. 
1918. 


John  Milton  Case 
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William  M.  Wood 
Frankfort,  Ky.,  R.  F.  D.  3 
Lexington,  Ky.,  High  School. 
Manager  and  Buyer.  En¬ 
listed,  December  12,  1917. 


Jasper  Willard  Nichols 
559  W.  Eldorado,  Decatur,  III. 
Salesman.  Enlisted,  December 
14,  1917. 


Carlo  Quentin  Danti 
Sterling  Place.  Brooklyn,  X.  Y. 
Commercial  High  School. 
Alexander  Hamilton  Inst. 
Salesman.  Enlisted,  two 
years  Coast  Artillery,  one 
year  Fort  Slocum. 


Eugene  Solan 
Fredericksburg,  Va. 
Bank  Clerk.  Enlisted. 


Arthur  Dudley  Mellor 
604  Wood  Street.  Pittsburg,  Pa. 
Bordentown  Military  Inst,  and 
Shady  Side  Academy.  Re¬ 
tail  Piano  Business.  En¬ 

listed,  July  12,  1918. 


Stephen  Dedson  Bennett 
Rocky  Mountain,  N.  C. 
Rocky  Mountain  High  School. 
Chief  Clerk  Shop  Supt.  En¬ 
listed,  February  19,  1918, 

Washington,  D.  C. 


Arthur  Merdes 

235  Nassau  Street,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 
Shoe  Salesman.  Enlisted,  May 
22,  1917. 


WlNTHROP  SEARLES  TuTTLE 
34  Grace  Court,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 
Lawrenceville  School.  Bank 
Clerk. 


Gould  Abbott  Ryder 
8  Brookside  Place, 

New  Rochelle,  N.  Y. 

New  Rochelle  High  School. 
Cashier.  Enlisted,  Novem¬ 
ber  21,  1917. 


James  Joseph  Mennis 
35  West  126th  Street, 

New  York,  N.  Y. 
Manhattan  College  Prep,  and 
Fordham  University  School 
of  Law.  Salesman.  Enlisted, 
September  27,  1917. 


Walter  Augustus  James 
736  Home  Street.  Bronx,  New  York. 
Public  School.  Patrolman, 
Police  Dept.  New  York  City. 
Enlisted,  September  10,  1917. 


Charles  Edward  Dunn 
170  Claremont  Ave., 
Jersey  City,  N.  J. 

Actor.  Three  years  in  Infantry 
Served  in  China  and  Philippines 
Last  enlistment.  May  12, 
1917. 


Wendell  F.  Mason 
15  Perkins  Street,  Melrose,  Mass 
Wakefield  High  School. 
Teacher  and  Entertainer. 
Enlisted,  September  9,  1918. 


Edward  Peter  Sullivan 
156  Diamond  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 
Commercial  High  School. 
Stores  Supervisor.  Enlisted, 
February  3,  1918. 


Donald  Duboise  White 
2700  Wheat  Street,  Columbia,  S.  C. 
Six  years  service  in  Army,  and 
eight  years  service  in  Navy. 
Last  enlistment,  January  24, 
1917. 


Albert  Edward  Henry 
84  Massachusetts  Ave., 
Buffalo,  N.  Y. 

Lafayette  and  Central  II  i  g  h 
School.  Enlisted,  December 
10,  1917. 


Julius  Chris  Wilkens 
1743  U  Street,  Washington,  D.  C 
Columbia  College.  Enlisted, 
June  19,  1917. 


Robert  Bruce  Haswell 
If) 7  North  Gault,  Louisville,  Ky. 
Breckenridge  County  High 
School  and  University  of 
Kentucky.  Student.  En¬ 
listed,  December  5,  1917. 


Rufus  Merrill  Mikesell 
336  Carter  Street,  Union  City,  Ind 
Union  City  High  School  and 
Indiana  University.  Teacher. 
Enlisted,  March  30,  1918. 


Glen  Foster  Sutherland 
A vella,  Pa. 

Penn  State.  Dairyman.  En¬ 
listed,  October  5,  1917. 


William  Harold  Harvey 
839  Bedford  Avenue, 
Richmond  Hill,  N.  Y. 

Race  and  Pace  Institute.  As¬ 
sistant  Cashier.  Enlisted, 
May  25,  1918. 


Arthur  Mavinus  Bertine 
63  Fletcher  Street, 
Mount  Vernon,  N.  Y. 

Yale  University.  New  York 
Tel.  Co.  Enlisted,  March  17, 
1918. 


Edward  Gran  field 
100  First  Street,  New  Haven,  Conn. 
New  Haven  High  School. 
Salesman.  Enlisted.  Decem¬ 
ber  12,  1917. 


John  Page  Holden 
1435  N.  54  Street,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
O’Neil  High  School,  Boyle  Col¬ 
lege.  Accountant.  Enlisted, 
May  6,  1911. 


Carlisle  Whitney  Burton 
4f>  Hereford  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 
Business,  Burton  Rogers  Co. 
Harvard  College.  Enlisted, 
December  15,  1917. 


Walter  Joyce  Watson 
20  Young  Orchard  Ave.,  Prov.,  R.  I. 
Hope  High  School.  Paying 
Teller.  Enlisted,  February 
4,  1918. 


Edwin  Fred’k  Guthman 
728  E.  Ridgeway,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 
Hughes  High  School  and  Uni¬ 
versity  of  Cincinnati.  Sales 
Manager.  Enlisted,  Sept. 
13.  1918. 


William  Gaither 
Elizabeth  City,  North  Carolina. 
Bank  Cashier.  Enlisted,  Au¬ 
gust  6,  1918. 


133  North  Queen  Street,  York,  Pa. 
Penn  State  College.  Student. 
Enlisted,  August  14,  1918. 


Frank  Gahring  Bamer 


Melborn  Madison  Yeager 
4711  A  Street,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
C’ynthiana  College.  R.R.  Fire¬ 
man.  Last  enlistment,  June 
14,  1018. 


Meyer  Neiderman 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 
Nazareth  Hall  Military  Acad¬ 
emy.  Shoe  Merchant.  Kn 
listed. 


Frank  Edward  Shea 
714  Dwight  Street,  Holyoke,  Mass, 
Holyoke  High  School.  Fore¬ 
man  Metal  Works.  Enlisted, 
February  5,  1918. 


Norman  R.  Thompson 
48  Rraeland  Ave.,  Newton  Centre, 
Mass.  H  a  r  v  a  r  d  University 
Bond  Salesman.  Enlisted, 
1910,  Mexican  Border. 


Aluic  Anderson 
Ellsworth,  Wisconsin 
Red  Wing  Seminary.  Mac- 
Alester  College.  Enlisted, 
Fort  Snelling,  Minn.,  Decem¬ 
ber  14  1917. 


Frank  Excell  Bowser 
Ford  City,  Pa. 

Grafton  High  School  and  Beth¬ 
any  College.  University  of 
Pittsburgh.  Enlisted,  March, 
1918. 


24  W.  91st  Street,  New  York,  X.  Y. 
High  School  of  Commerce. 
Woolen  Business.  Enlisted, 
August  8,  1917. 


William  John  Marshall 


1  Hobart  Street,  Danvers,  Mass. 
Wholesale  and  Retail  Mer¬ 
chant.  Enlisted,  September 
9,  1918 


William  George  Fallon 


Alton  Swanson 


Frank  Joseph  Gtjrcak 


1(14  Nilsson  Street,  Brockton,  Mass 
Boston  High  School.  Salesman. 
Enlisted,  February  4,  1918. 


3224  May  Street,  S.  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 
St.  Mary’s  Academy.  Inter¬ 
preter.  Enlisted,  February 
4,  1918. 


Edward  George  Morris 
65  Chester  Street,  Allston,  Mass. 
Manufacturing  Slippers.  En¬ 
listed,  December  12,  1917. 


Stewart  Allison  Shurter 
Ridley  Park,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
Ridley  Park  High  School  and 
Cornell  University.  Bac¬ 
teriological  Work.  Enlisted, 
April  20,  1917. 


Ben  Heath  Wolfe 


Monroe,  North  Carolina 
High  School.  R.R.  Employee. 
Enlisted,  Feburary  22,  1918. 


Arthur  William  Zukoski 
5142  Waterman  Ave.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 
Univ.  of  Wisconsin.  Whole¬ 
sale  Leather.  Enlisted,  Sept. 

9,  1918. 


John  Francis  Carroll 
255  W.  15th  Street.  New  York,  N.Y. 
St.  Veronica’s  Parochial  School, 
N.  Y.  Office  Clerk.  En¬ 
listed.  September  11,  1915. 


Donald  Charles  Roberts 
Rawling,  New  York 
Bordentown  Military  Inst,  and 
Eastman's  College.  Ac¬ 
countant.  Enlisted,  May  Id, 
1010. 


A 

S.  Clinton  Park 
320  E.  Locust  Street,  Indiana,  Pa 
Accountant.  Enlisted,  October 
1,  1017. 


William  James  Downs 
Montpelier,  Vt. 

Montpelier  High  School.  Stu¬ 
dent.  Enlisted,  Dec.  d,  1017. 


Joseph  Charles  Graham 
t0(i  Hamilton  Street.  Albany,  N.  Y. 
St.  Peter’s  Academy.  Clothing 
Manager  and  Buyer.  En¬ 
listed,  September  11,  1018. 


Albert  Schuette 
524  South  7th  .Street,  Quincy,  Ill. 
Union  Business  College.  Sales¬ 
man.  Last  enlistment,  No¬ 
vember  23,  1915. 


242  E.  Main  Street,  Everett,  Pa. 
Everett  High  School  and  Penn 
State  College.  Druggist. 
Enlisted,  June  15,  1918. 


649  Md.  Ave.,  N.  E„  Wash.,  1).  ('. 
McKinley  Manual  Training 
School.  Patent  Draftsman. 
Enlisted,  August  1,  1918. _ 


William  Henry  Carroll 
88  Pearl  Street,  Manchester,  X.  II. 
St.  Joseph  High  School.  En¬ 
listed,  June  4,  1916. 


William  Henry  Howard 


George  Albert  Myers 


Robert  James  Conley 
1544  Amherst  Street,  Buffalo,  X\  V. 
High  School  and  Business  Col¬ 
lege.  Cashier.  Enlisted,  Aug. 
10,  1917. 


Patrick  Edward  Stack 
1405  IN’.  Woodruff  Ave.,  Toledo,  O. 
Central  High  School.  Sales¬ 
man.  Enlisted,  Oct.  2,  1917. 


John  Cornelius  McEvoy 
300  West  Main  Street, 
Little  Falls,  N.  Y. 

St.  Mary’s  High  School.  Utica 
School  of  Commerce.  Clerk 
and  'Picket  Agent.  Enlisted, 
December  13,  1918. 


Harry  Fleischer,  Jr. 

Care  of  Mrs.  Brody,  260  E.  10th  St. 
New  York,  N.  Y. 

Clerk.  Enlisted,  Oct.  1,  1010. 


William  Patrick  Burke 
North  Lawrence,  Ohio 
Ohio  Northern  University.  Com¬ 
mercial  Traveler.  Enlisted, 
November  10,  1917. 


Thomas  Joseph  Saddler 
1411  Covington  Street, 
Baltimore,  Md. 

Clerk.  Enlisted,  June  4,  1918 


Robert  Aiken  Gibson 
1730  Carson  Street,  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 
Enlisted,  August  15,  1918. 


George  Croxmiller,  Jr. 
1552  Broadhead  Street, 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

Duff’s  College.  Auditor  and 
Accountant.  Enlisted,  Aug. 
9,  1918. 


Wilton  Ave., 

Larchmont  Manor,  N.  Y. 

De  La  Salle  Inst.  Stock  and 
Bond  Broker.  Enlisted,  July 
15,  1918. 


Robert  Joseph  Brown 
Rockville,  Conn.,  R.  F.  1).  4 
Electric  Foreman.  Enlisted, 
June  15,  1918. 


Leland  Charles  Hart 
Plainville,  Conn. 

Ice  Dealer.  Enlisted,  Febru¬ 
ary  21,  1918. 


Burton  Clark  Whidden 


19  Viola  Street,  Lowell,  Mass. 
Waltham  High  School.  Massa¬ 
chusetts  Agricultural  College. 
Boston  University.  Enlisted, 
Junel5,  1918. 


- 


James  Matthew  Lavin 
218  Windsor  Place.  Brooklyn.  X  ^ 
St.  Francis  College.  B  o  n  d 
Salesman.  Enlisted,  July  !), 
1018. 


Paul  Howard  De  Laney 
4  Garfield  Ave., 
Collingswood,  X.  J. 
Collingswood  High  School. 
Farm  College,  Penn  State. 
Farmer.  Enlisted,  January 
30,  1018. 


William  Stratton  Burner 
017  Foster  St.,  Harrisburg,  Pa 
Seven  Years  Service — Panama, 
Hawaiian  Islands,  and  U.  S. 


Edward  Lincoln  Whitfield 
2013  Huey  St.,  McKinley,  Pa. 
Accountant.  Enlisted,  Feb.  4, 
1018 


Arthur  Hazlett  Elrick 
123  Jefferson  Ave.,  Vandergrift  Pa. 
Apollo  High  School.  Enlisted, 
August  12,  15)17. 


James  Duncan  Sanderson 
310  Reily  Street,  Harrisburg,  Pa. 
Locomotive  Repairman.  En¬ 
listed,  June  15,  15)17.  Served 
one  enlistment  in  U.  S.  Navy. 


Arthur  Edward  Moschel 
1800  Carson  St.  Pittsburg,  Pa 
Enlisted,  September  !),  1018 


Robert  Gabriel  Lloyd 
Lewisburg,  Tenn. 
Postmaster.  Enlisted,  May 
20,  1918. 


Robert  Joseph  Brown 


Rockville,  Conn.,  R.  F.  D.  4 
Electric  Foreman.  Enlisted, 
June  15,  1918. 


191  King  Ave.,  Columbus,  Ohio 
Columbus  North  High  School 
and  Ohio  State  University. 
Engineer.  Enlisted.  Decem¬ 
ber  13,  1917. 


Hugh  Hindman 


Candidate  Stewart 


John  Angus  McDonald,  Jr 


51  St.  Alphonsus  Street, 
Roxbury,  Mass. 

Boston  English  High.  Type¬ 
writer  Salesman.  Enlisted, 
December  15,  1917. 


James  St.  Clair  Noble 
Clovis,  New  Mexico 
Bonham  (Tex.)  High  School. 
Hardware  Business.  En¬ 
listed,  December  13,  1917. 


Oakley  R.  Jones 
1137  Mass.  Ave.,  Cambridge,  Mass. 
Northampton,  Mass.,  High 
School.  Advertising  Man¬ 
ager.  Enlisted,  September 
10,  1918. 


Willard  Griffiths 


1004  Delaware  Street,  Scranton,  Pa. 
Jermyn  High  School  and  Scran¬ 
ton  and  Lackawana  Business 
College.  Stenographer.  En¬ 
listed,  August  14,  1918. 


Frank  Joseph  Keller 
5643  Blakemore  Street, 
Germantown,  Pa. 
Cashier  and  Accountant.  En¬ 
listed,  March  16,  1918. 


Henry  Witte  Jones 
99  S.  Lansdown  Ave.  Lansdown,  Pa. 
Art  and  Textile  School,  Phil., 
Pa.  Shipbuilding.  En¬ 
listed,  September  10,  1918. 
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John  Aloysios  Badinelll 
1504  Amsterdam  Ave.. 
New  York,  N.  Y. 
Salesman.  Enlisted,  Septem¬ 
ber  9,  1918. 


Frank  Carver  Stipes 
Elkton,  Va. 

Bellevue  High  School  and 
Washington  and  Lee  Univer¬ 
sities.  Enlisted,  September 
9,  1918. 


Herman  Frank  Huxel 
2027  Bryan  Ave.,  Granite  City,  111 
Granite  City  High  School. 
Hardware  Salesman.  En¬ 
listed,  February  15,  1918. 


Charles  Willard  Boyd 
7509  Amboy  Ave., 
Tottenville,  N.  Y. 

Pace  Institute.  Accountant. 
Enlisted,  May  27,  1918. 


Albert  G.  Dunn 
1 127  Kelly  Street, 
Indianapolis,  Ind. 
Salesman.  Enlisted,  June  30. 
1918. 
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Guy  L).  Stephenson- 
Dyersburg,  Term. 
Ruskin  Cave  College.  Teacher. 
Enlisted,  August  1,  1917. 


Harold  Graber 
Highland  Park,  Des  Moines,  la. 
North  Ues  Moines  High  School. 
Highland  Park  College. 
Teacher.  Mexican  Border. 
Enlisted,  September  14,  191K. 


George  Leonard  Kim 
223  La  Belle  Street,  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 
Pittsburgh  High  School.  Man¬ 
ager,  Gen.  Ins.  Agency.  En¬ 
listed.  June  13,  1918. 


Daniel  James  Sullivan- 
144  North  Terrace  Ave., 
Mount  Vernon,  N.  Y. 
Eordham  Prep.  Salesman. 


Thomas  Lloyd  Lewis 
Ocean  Grove,  New  Jersey 
Trinity  School,  New  York,  N. 
Y.  Banker.  Member  of 
New  Jersey  Legislature.  En¬ 
listed,  September  9,  1918. 


Sidney  Loog,  Jr. 

545  East  Leverington  Ave., 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 

DeLaney  Prep.  School.  Ac¬ 
counting  Enlisted,  April 
25.  1917. 


James  Robert  I/yons 
Truscon  Steel  Co.. 
Youngstown,  Ohio. 
Parker  Penn.  High  School. 
Varied.  Enlisted,  March  15. 
1918. 


Bernard  Licarione 
Washington,  D.  C. 
Photo-lithographer. 
Enlisted,  July  31,  1918. 


William  Alfred  Pankonin 
Wells,  Minn. 

Manager  of  Pure  Oil  Co 
Enlisted,  October  3,  1917 


Daniel  A.  Donovan,  Jr. 

26  Pierce  Road,  Lynn,  Mass. 
Lynn  High  School.  Manu¬ 
facturer  of  High-Grade  La¬ 
dies’  and  Children’s  shoes. 
Enlisted, 


Clifford  Herbert  Rogers 
100  Island  Park,  New  York. 
Cornell  University,  Agricul¬ 
tural  Course.  Enlisted,  De¬ 
cember  13,  1918. 


Elmer  Laurence  Carlson 
111  School  Street,  Stillwater,  Minn 
Stillwater  High  School.  Stenog¬ 
rapher.  Deputy  Sheriff. 
Enlisted,  April  8,  1918. 


Frank  Melville  Wilcox 
1 1  Potters  Ave.,  Providence,  R.  I 
Union  College.  Attorney  at 
Law  Enlisted,  Dec.  3,  1917. 


Raymond  Waldron 
Surprise,  Greene  Co.,  New  Yoik. 
Telephone  Operator.  Enlisted, 
June  15,  1918. 


H.  N.  Woodson 
Baughman,  Ky. 
University  of  Kentucky.  Foot¬ 
ball  Coach.  Enlisted,  March 
11,  1918. 


Archie  McIxtire 
Geary,  Okla. 

Clerk.  Enlisted,  June  3,  1917. 


Roscoe  Franklin  Greene 


Patrick  Joseph  Sullivan 


3(1 12  C’hapline  St..  Wheeling,  W.  Va. 
St.  Joseph’s  Parochial,  Pitts¬ 
burgh,  Pa.  Athletic  Instruc¬ 
tor.  Enlisted,  December  13, 


Frederick  Vincent  Munn 
Becket,  Mass. 

Chester  High  School,  and 
Springfield  School  of  Tech. 
Enlisted,  December  2,  1917. 


78  Main  Street,  Westboro,  Mass. 
Northboro  High  School.  En¬ 
listed.  July  3.  1918. 


Jacob  Aronson 

10  Kilsyth  Road,  Brookline,  Mass, 
English  High  School,  Boston, 
Mass.  Clothing  Buyer.  En¬ 
listed,  Fort  Slocum,  N.  Y., 
March  12,  1918. 


Daniel  Robert  Clemson 
Port  Matilda,  Pa. 
Williamsport  Dickinson  Semin¬ 
ary.  Farmer.  Enlisted, 
May  25,  1917.  Discharged, 
January  11,  1918,  S.  C.  D. 


Robert  William  Patrick 


George  Fred  Lutz 
111  12th  Street,  College  Point,  N.  Y. 
Merchants’  and  Bankers’  Busi¬ 
ness  College.  Enlisted  June 
15,  1918. 


Richard  Leon  Camp 
556  Walcott  Street,  Waterbury, 
Conn. 

Race  Driver.  Enlisted  August 
18,  1911.  Three  years  2nd 
Cavalry. 


09  Wall  Street,  New  York,  N.  Y. 
Strand  School  and  King’s  Col¬ 
lege,  England.  Rubber 
Broker.  Enlisted,  May  25, 
1918. 


Everett  Kendrick 
121  W.  11th  Street,  Salisbury,  N.  C 
Piedmont  High  School.  Clerk 
Enlisted,  February  27,  1918 


Joseph  Schreiner 
313  S.  3rd  Street,  Camden,  N.  J 
Previous  Service,  Cavalry  Service 
Four  years  Marine  Corps, 

U  S.  Army,  twelve  years, 
Cuba  and  Mexican  border. 


Gershom  Trobee  Randall 
300  W.  109th  Street. 
New  York,  N.  Y. 
Enlisted,  December  17,  1917 


Frank  Joseph  Daly 
560  W.  144th  Street, 

New  York,  N.  Y. 
DeWitt  Clinton  High  School. 
City  College.  Employed  by 
the  city.  Enlisted,  Decem¬ 
ber  8,  1917. 


Leslie  Grant  Daugherty’ 

53  W.  10th  Street,  New  York,  N.  Y. 
Bank  Clerk.  Enlisted,  August 
7,  1918. 


Harold  W.  Greene 
108  Fifth  Street,  Fulton,  X.  Y. 
Bona  venture  College  P  r  e  p. 
Student.  Enlisted,  June  24, 
1918. 


David  Joseph  Gibbons 
18  Acre  Street,  Clinton,  Mass. 
Clinton  High  School.  Machin¬ 
ist.  Enlisted,  July  9,  1918. 


Joshua  Leroy  Fleenor 
Buechel,  Ky. 

St.  John's  Academy,  Corbin, 
N.  Y.  Previous  Service, 
U.  S.  Marine  Corps.  Enlisted, 
March  11,  1918. 


X  A  T  H  A  X  F  IN  KEL  S  T  El  X 
220  \V.  98th  St.,  New  York. 
DeWitt  Clinton  High  School. 
L.  Finkelstein  &  Sons. 
Enlisted,  July  17,  1918. 


John  Justin  Dennehy 
500  S.  Fairview  Street, 
Lock  Haven,  Conn. 
Pierce  Business  College.  En¬ 
listed,  December  5,  1917. 


* 


William  Anthony  Allen 
8  Bronson  Street,  Oswego,  N.  Y 
Oswego  High  School.  Account¬ 
ant  and  Cashier.  Inducted, 
September  10,  1918. 


Nathan  Langberg 
854  Union  Ave.,  New  Y'ork,  N.  Y. 
East  Side  High  School  and 
Cooper  Union  Inst.  Sales¬ 
man.  Enlisted,  May  16, 


Armour  Fern  Walls 
5  Belmont  Street,  Sharon,  Pa. 
Construction  Engineer.  En¬ 
listed,  August  15,  1918. 


Clarence  Nichols  Cahill 
1965  E.  66th  Street,  Cleveland,  Ohio. 
Glenville  High  School.  Chief 
Clerk.  Enlisted,  September 
19,  1917. 


Harry  Hollenbach 
Bernville,  Pa. 

Last  Enlistment,  June  23,  1917. 


Harry  Reynolds 
530  Webster  Ave.,  Scranton,  Pa. 
Phillips  Exeter,  and  Princeton 
Universities.  Student.  En¬ 
listed,  September  10,  1918. 


W  alter  Henry  Brockman 
Bellemore,  Long  Island,  N.  Y. 
Mechanic.  Enlisted,  May 
1917. 


Charles  Clifford  McGeary 
730  4th  Street,  Braddock,  Pa. 
Steel  Worker  and  Salesman. 
Previous  service,  Mexican 
Border,  Panama,  Cuba.  Last 
Enlistment,  June  5,  1914. 


Robert  Stephenson  Lynn 
King's  Mountain,  N.  C.,  Gen.  Del. 
Motorcycle  Policeman.  Last 
Enlistment,  February  25,  1918. 


John  Steele  Lentz 
824  South  Saint  Bernard  Street 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Stock  and  Bond  Salesman. 
Enlisted,  February  26,  1918 


Wilford  Lawson  Spencer 
7  Highland  Street,  Natick,  Mass 
Harvard  Law  School.  Ambu¬ 
lance  Driver,  Neuilly-Seine, 
France.  Enlisted,  September 
13,  1918. 


William  K.  Kusche 


Leo  Sylvester  Schober 
1014  Bradish  Street, 

S.  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

Duff’s  College.  Enlisted,  Sep¬ 
tember  15,  1918. 


Fred  McMillan 
Halleck  Street,  Newark,  N.  J. 
Barringer  High  School  and 
Columbia  University.  With 
Newark  Board  of  Education. 
Enlisted,  April  8,  1917. 


Francis  Bernard  Fuhrer 


91  Locust  Ave.,  N  ew  Rochelle,  N.  Y. 
Mount  Pleasant  Academy,  Os¬ 
sining,  N.  Y.  Stock  Broker. 


25  Dornbush  Street,  Pittsburgh,  Pa  . 
Enlisted, September  9,1918. 


Alexander  Drinkwater 
14  Beacon  Place,  Chelsea,  Mass 
Northeastern  College.  Metro¬ 
politan  Police  Force.  En¬ 
listed  August  10,  1918. 


Adam  Seek 
Takoma  Park,  D.  C. 
Washington  Business  College. 
House  Mover  and  Builder. 
Enlisted,  July  31,  1918. 


Christopher  Manco 
04 1  C  Street,  N.  E., 
Washington,  D.  C. 
Business  High  School  and 
Georgetown  University  of 
Law.  Salesman.  Enlisted. 
August  1,  1918. 


Alfred  Edwin  Longueil 
8  Idlewild  Street.  Allston,  Mass. 
A.B.  Boston  University.  A.M. 
Harvard  University.  Stu¬ 
dent.  Enlisted,  September 
9,  1918. 


George  Winburne,  Jr. 

124o  N.  Capitol  St.,  Wash..  1).  C. 
Plumbing.  Enlisted,  August 
1,  1918. 
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Edwin  Ralph  MacDonald 
Wicksio w  Street,  Pittsburg,  Pa 
Central  High  School  Car¬ 
negie  Institute  of  Tech.  En¬ 
listed,  September  14,  1918. 


Philip  Clement  Donohoe 
173  Alexander  Ave., 

New  York,  N.  Y. 

M  orris  High  School.  Bank 
Clerk.  Enlisted,  April,  1917. 


Charles  Marshall  McLaughlin 
222A  Prospect  Park  West, 
Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

Manual  Training  High  School- 
Enlisted,  November  30,  1914. 
Mexican  Border. 


Wilton,  Maine 

Amherst  High  School  and  Am¬ 
herst  College.  Student.  En¬ 
listed,  September  21,  1917. 


George  Edward  Fitzpatrick 
Piercefield,  N  Y.,  Box  154 
Country  School.  Military  Ser¬ 
vice.  Last  enlistment,  Aug. 
7,  1915. 


Donald  Earl  Marshall 


Richard  Guy  Carter 
Bates ville,  Arkansas 
Batesville  High  School.  Ar¬ 
kansas  College.  Traveling 
Salesman.  Enlisted,  Decem¬ 
ber  8,  1917. 


John  George  Leckner 
360  Ridgewood  Ave., 
Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

Boys’  High  School.  Salesman. 
Enlisted.  September  15,  1918. 


Ralph  Clark 

2  Grotto  Court,  Watervliet,  X.  Y. 
Receiving  Teller.  Enlisted, 
April  2,  1916. 


Henry  Berg 
77  Hamilton  Street, 

New  Brunswick,  N.  J. 

New  Paltz  High  School.  Rut¬ 
gers'  College.  Student.  En¬ 
listed,  November  14,  1917. 


Harold  Edward  Farley 
29  High  Street,  E.  Pepperell,  Mass 
Enlisted,  June  12,  1917. 


Edward  Joseph  Daly 
Cristobal,  Canal  Zone,  Panama. 
Clerk.  Enlisted,  Panama, 
March  1,  1 1)  18. 


Thomas  Schneider 
409  So.  Kith  Street,  Newark.  X.  J. 
Barringer  High  School.  Physi¬ 
cal  Instructor  Enlisted, 
July  24,  1918. 


Ralph  McMullen 
Kempton,  Ind. 

Perdue  University.  Teacher. 
Supt.  of  Chatauqua. 


Arthur  Edward  Moschel 
1800  Carson  Street.  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 
Enlisted,  September  9,  1918. 


William  Johnston 
759  50th  Street.  Brooklyn,  N.  V. 
Public  School.  Clerk  and 
Salesman.  Eidisted,  Febru¬ 
ary  19,  1916. 


L 


Honored  Members  of  the  25th  Co. 
whose  Photographs  are  missing 


William  Martin  Eaton 
Billboard  Office,  New  York,  N.  Y. 
Clemmons  Prep.  School.  Out¬ 
door  showman.  Enlisted, 
February  25,  1918. 

Adolph  Majower 
860  Hancock  Street, 
Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

Clerk.  Enlisted,  January  28, 
1914. 

John  Roy  Baxter 
Warwick,  N.  Y. 

Mount  Vernon  High  School. 
Fruit  Farming.  Enlisted, 
October  15,  1917. 

Charles  Roselle 
655  So.  18th  Street,  Newark,  N.  J. 
Automobile  Demonstrator.  En¬ 
listed,  March  17,  1916. 

Cecil  Clayton  Sweatt 
Andover,  Maine 
Hebron  Academy,  University 
of  Maine.  Student.  En¬ 
listed,  May  18,  1917. 

Frederick  Booth  Allen 
1202  South  Jefferson  Street, 
New'  Castle,  Pa. 

Newr  Castle  High  School.  Sales¬ 
man.  Enlisted,  August  14, 
1918. 

Edw'ard  George  Morris 
65  Chester  Street,  Allston,  Mass 
113  Pennsylvania  Ave.,  S.  C., 
McKinley  Manuel  Training 


Albert  Lewis  Jansen 
Olivia,  Minn. 

Olivia  High  School.  Automo¬ 
bile  Dealer.  Enlisted,  April 
9,  1918. 

Robert  Emmet  Dwtyer 
Newman  Club,  Columbus,  Ohio 
Aquinas  High  School.  Ohio 
State  University.  Student. 
Enlisted,  December  14.  1917. 

Raymond  Jay  Hecht 
1346  Early  Ave.,  Chicago,  111. 
Lake  View  High  School  and 
University  of  Chicago.  Real 
Estate  Salesman.  Enlisted, 
July  20,  1917. 

Howard  Stanley  Seidel 
1625  Market  St.,  Harrisburg,  Pa. 
Harrisburg  Central  High 
School.  Stenographer.  En¬ 
listed,  April  11,  1917. 

Henry  Koman  Hrbek 
Verdigre,  Neb. 

Verdigre  High  School  and 
Boyle’s  College.  Clerk  and 
Mechanic.  Enlisted  Sep¬ 
tember  9,  1917. 

Oscar  Theodore  Person 
1029  Lakewood  Ave., 
Youngstown,  Ohio 
Monmouth  College  and  Pitts¬ 
burgh  Theological  Seminary. 
Minister  U.  P.  Church. 


Songs  of  the  Old  25th 


GOOD  MORNING,  MR.  CANDIDATE 

Good  morning,  Mr.  Candidate,  with  your 
chances  just  as  good  as  mine. 

Good  morning,  Mr.  Candidate,  you're 
surely  looking  fine. 

French  formations  and  lose  order  drill  — - 

If  the  Captain  don’t  get  you  then  the 
Looey  will! 

Good  morning,  Mr.  Candidate,  with  your 
chances  just  as  good  as, —  your 

chances  just  as  good  as  —  your 

chances  just  as  good  as  mine. 


KEEP  YOUR  TAIL  UP  25 

(Keep  Your  Head  Down,  Fritzie  Boy) 

Keep  your  tail  up.  Twenty-five, 

Keep  your  tail  up.  Twenty-five, 

There’s  a  “Lieut”  with  a  book. 

And  he’s  got  a  wicked  look, 

He'll  see  you,  he'll  see  you. 

If  you  want  to  win  a  Golden  Bar, 

Major’s  Leaf,  or  General's  Star, 

If  you  want  to  see  the  candles  on  the  Xmas 
tree, 

Keep  your  tail  up,  Twenty-five. 

DON’T  TAKE  MY  NAME 
(Don't  Take  Me  Home) 

Don’t  take  my  name. 

Please  don’t  take  my  name, 

Tell  me  where  did  I  make  the  break, 
Oh!  Oh!  Oh!  Oh!  have  a  little  pity, 

I'm  a  poor  Candidate, 

In  search  of  fame  I  came, 

I’ll  do  anything  you  ask  me  to, 

But  don’t  take  my  name. 

STARVED  LAST  NIGHT 

Starved  last  night,  starved  the  night 
before. 

Going  to  be  starved  tonight,  but  that 
don’t  make  us  sore, 

’Cause  when  we’re  starved  we're  happy 
as  can  be, 

For  we  are  members  of  the  Hoover  In¬ 
fantry. 

Glorious,  glorious,  one  dish  of  stew 
For  the  whole  of  us. 

Glory  be  to  God,  there  are  no  more  of  us. 
For  any  of  us  could  eat  it  all  alone. 

Amen. 


GOOD  OLE  25 

Camp  Lee,  that's  down  in  Ole  Virginia, 
They  shipped  us  there  one  day, 

There  for  four  months  to  stay, 

So  we  could  all  become  Lieutenants, 

And  when  they  put  us  all  in  Companies, 
We  made  Ole  Twenty-five. 

It’s  the  finest  little  Company 
That  ever  packed  an  Enfield 
In  the  Infantry. 

Oh!  Dough  Boys!  you've  got  to  hand  it  to 
us, 

Good  Ole  TWENTY-FIVE. 

IN  THE  ARMY 
(In  My  Harem) 

In  the  Army,  the  Army,  the  democratic 
Army, 

They’ll  clothe  you  and  they'll  feed  you, 
Your  Uncle  Sammy  needs  you. 

Hash  for  breakfast,  Soup  for  dinner,  Beans 
for  supper  time. 

Thirty  Dollars  every  month,  deducting 
twenty-nine, 

In  the  Army,  the  Army,  the  democratic 
Army, 

All  the  Hunks  and  Wops,  all  the  Jews  and 
Irish  Cops, 

They  are  all  in  the  Army  now. 

I  WANT  TO  BE 

(I  Want  to  be  in  Dixie) 

I  want  to  be,  I  want  to  be, 

I  want  to  be  at  least  a  Colonel, 

Have  the  Majors  hand  me  Salutes, 

And  have  a  2nd  “  L'eut  ”  to  shine  my  boots, 
I  want  to  be,  I  want  to  be, 

I  want  to  be  at  least  a  Colonel, 
C-O-L-O-N— E-L,  sit  behind  a  desk, 

And  give  the  Captains  hell, 

I  want  to  be,  I  want  to  be, 

I  want  to  be  a  Colonel  now. 

GOOD-BYE  LEE 

Good-bye  Lee,  we're  thru. 

We’ve  had  enough  of  you. 

We’ve  signed  our  discharge  sheet. 
We’re  going  home  to  eat. 

We’re  thru  with  all  formations, 

And  cock-eyed  recitations, 

My  God,  but  we  feel  blue. 

Good-bye,  Lee,  Good-bye,  Lee, 
Good-bye,  Lee,  we  re  thru. 


HEARD  ON  THE  DRILL  FIELD 

Now  what  was  wrong  with  that? 

Throw  them  chests  out. 

Suck  in  your  guts,  you'll  get  ’em  shot  off. 

Cut  that  hand  away. 

Your  manual  is  absolutely  rotten  this 
morning.  Instead  of  getting  better, 
it’s  getting  worse. 

That’s  the  time  I  caught  you  asleep. 

I  knew  I’d  catch  somebody. 

Pull  down  on  that  butt. 

—  Y’our  piece  is  wrapped  around  your 
neck. 


HEARD  IN  THE  CONFERENCE 
ROOM 

You  want  to  review  carefully  the  service 
of  security.  Here  are  some  of  the 
questions  they  will  ask  you  in  the  ex. 
amination.  (Saturday.  —  The  exam, 
is  on  First  Aid.) 

You  fellers  who  are  married  ought  to  know 
something  about  ladies’  feet. 

When  do  we  get  a  chance  to  eat? 

The  arrest  of  officers  by  a  private  of  the 
guard  is  covered  by  General  Order 
No.  9.  —  Candidate  Seek. 

If  any  one  is  absent  let  him  say  so. 

What  is  an  outpost? 

A  stationary  advance  guard,  sir. 


FAVORITE  SONGS 

Camp  and  Greene. 

“Let  us  gather  at  the  river.” 
Persons. 

“Let  the  lower  lights  be  burning.” 
(Probably  refers  to  the  latrine.) 

Canary. 

“That’s  the  kind  of  a  baby  for  me.” 
Thompson,  Wilcox  and  Watson. 

“We’re  from  Rhode  Island.” 


UNPOPULAR  PEOPLE 

The  Latrine  Quartette. 

The  guy  who  hogs  the  dessert. 

The  guy  who  has  the  “gimmes.” 

The  guy  who  hides  the  broom. 

The  man  who  cut  down  the  mess. 

The  fellow  who  never  takes  a  bath. 

The  fellow  who  blows  the  whistle  five 
minutes  ahead  of  time. 

The  fellow  who  asks  fool  questions. 

The  last  man  to  get  his  shirt  on  after 
Physical. 

The  fellow  who  calls  “Question,  sir.”  as 
the  whistle  blows. 


THINGS  TO  REMEMBER 

Drinkwater  and  Hollenbach  giving  physi¬ 
cal  instruction. 

Stipes  executing  “automatics  right.” 
Rogers  seeking  cover,  head  erect. 

W.  J.  Marshall  strangling  on  the  gas  hike. 
The  change  in  our  menu. 

The  Burton-Bennet  bout. 

Schutte’s  arguments. 

Lieutenant  Olzendam’s  “French.” 


FAMILIAR  SAYINGS 

Candidate - has  lost  his  IDR.  Any  one 

finding  it  will  return  it  to  the  Orderly 
Room. 

On  guard. 

Around  me  double. 

Now,  then,  about  the  planner. 

Hold  it! 

Two  Doors! 

Gimme  a  butt,  if  I  ever  get  to  the  canteen 
I’ll  buy  some. 

1  beg  your  pardon,  I  did  salute. 


HEARD  PATROLLING 

No,  I'm  not  shot  yet. 

Let’s  take  cover  in  that  peanut  field. 
You’re  captured,  and  you,  and  you,  and 
you. 

Get  down,  get  down. 

I  knew  we’d  get  lost. 

Get  down  you.  Do  you  want  to  get  shot? 
No,  half  shot. 

Halt,  you’re  my  prisoner.  No  I’m  not. 

I  shot  you  long  ago. 

Gimme  a  chew. 

Say,  this  looks  like  a  good  place  to  sleep. 


HEARD  IN  THE  STAFF  OFFICE 

Jones.  —  “Damn  it,  Longueil,  you’re 
always  swiping  my  pencils.” 

Longueil  (indignantly)—  “  Why, I  brought 
this  one  from  Boston.” 

Tuttle.  “Longueil,  I  didn’t  know  you 
had  known  Jones  that  long.” 

McDonald.  —  “  Finkelstein,  can  I  use  that 
iron  you  bought  last  night.” 

Finkelstein. — -“Sure,  go  ahead.” 

McDonald.  —  “Where  is  it?” 

Finkelstein.  —  “Gosh,  that’s  what  I'd 
like  to  know.” 

Tuttle  (gazing  out  the  window.  —  “Is  this 
our  company  coming  down  the  street. 
No,  it  can’t  be,  they’re  all  in  step.” 


HEARD  IN  THE  SQUAD  ROOM 

Who's  the  fire  squad? 

Cut  out  that  crabbing. 

Gee,  I  ve  got  to  sew  on  another  button. 

W  hen  I  get  home  I'll  jump  every  time  I 
hear  a  traffic  cop. 

Those  bunks  are  all  out  of  line  but  mine. 
If  delinquent  marks  were  stripes,  Nichols 
would  look  like  a  zebra. 

What  was  the  best  thing  you  saw  in 
Petersburg? 

The  trolley  car  for  camp. 

W  here  is  the  guide  in  aligning  bunks? 


FAMILIAR  SAYINGS 

What  did  you  get  on  your  exam.? 

Going  to  the  canteen.  Kid? 

Anybody  that  will  take  that. 

All  togedder,  now. 

Do  you  shave  yourself? 

Aw,  come  on  now. 

This  life  is  one  damn  whistle  after  another. 
Why  did  I  leave  my  happy  home  for  this? 
Who  dropped  that  gun? 


FAMOUS  PEOPLE 

Gimme-a-cigarette  Clark,  or  Fuhrer  or 
McDonald  or  Gibson. 

Permanent-Delinquents,  Carter  and  7m- 
koski. 

The-smile-that-only-a-Looey-could-love 

Aronson. 

The-unconscious-corporal-of-the-ltith- 
squad  Wilkens. 

Pardon-me  Daly. 

According-to-the-book  Majower. 

Fix-your-hat  Wilcox. 

Never-lost-an-argument  Schuette. 

Pass-the-sirup-will-ya  Meyers. 

When- 1-  was-at-Harvard  Marshall. 


THINGS  WE  NEVER  HAVE  HEARD 
Please. 

Pass  the  sugar. 

Candidate,  you're  doing  fine.  Keep  it  up. 
Reveille  is  due  to  blow  in  ten  minutes. 
May  I  keep  my  gas  mask  on  a  little  longer? 
I  gave  REST,  not  AT  EASE. 

Instructions  on  the  care  and  cleaning  of 
serge  uniforms. 

Let  me  clean  your  gun. 

CONT  O  URS 

F  U  LL  PACK 
F.  S.  R. 

ON  THE  C  ARPET 
BAY  O  NET 
PUSH  AND  P  U  LL 
I.  I).  R 
GA  S 

REPLACEM  E  NT  VISIONS 


OTHER  THINGS  WE  NEVER  HEARD 

Fifty-nine  is  your  Scott  Rating. 

I'll  build  the  fire. 

Let's  practice  bayonet. 

Why  doesn’t  that  whistle  blow. 

TIME,  retreat;  VOICE,  never  mind  your 
rifle. 


THINGS  WE  SELDOM  SEE 
Graber  Smile. 

Order  in  the  2nd  Platoon  Study  Room. 
The  Ninth  squad  complete. 

Saddler,  Fuhrer,  Clark,  or  E.  R.  McDonald 
with  cigarettes. 

The  1st  platoon  late  for  mess. 


THE  SEVEN  WONDERS  OF  THE 
25TH  CO. 

1.  The  17th  Squad  —  Known  as  the  de¬ 
formity  squad.  No  two  members 
of  which  are  built  alike.  Each 
one  having  a  distinctive  physical 
attraction  that  makes  them  par¬ 
ticularly  interesting  when  acting 
together.  Considered  as  the 
wonder  of  the  whole  school,  being 
the  only  squad  known  to  have 
eight  Brigadier  Generals. 


2.  Schulte.  —  There  are  two  sides  to  every 
question,  and  one  is  the  right  one. 
Leave  it  to  Schutte  to  find  the 
other.  He  is  noted  as  the  only 
man  in  school  who  lost  but  one 
argument,  and  he  won  that  one. 


3.  Canary.  —  The  only  bird  of  this 
species  able  to  pick  up  and  carry 
away  so  many  Brooklyn  Broads 
at  one  time.  Also  noted  as  the 
only  man  who  requires  a  drill  field 
of  his  own  in  which  to  execute  the 
manual  of  Arms.  (EXECUTE 
is  right.) 


4.  Niederman.  —  The  scout  Marvel.  A 
living  Horatio  Alger  story  from 
“Boy  Scout  to  Second  Lieuten¬ 
ant.”  Noted  as  the  only  human 
being  who  managed  to  escape 
from  a  sentry  who  was  looking  at 
him.  This  was  done  by  throwing 
a  log  of  wood  over  the  sentry's 
head,  thereby,  causing  him  to  look 
in  the  other  direction.  When  the 
sentry  came  to,  the  Boy  Scout 
had  disappeared.  Neiderman’s 
authority.  Baden  <£•  Powell's 
Scolding  and  Patrolling. 


5.  H.  W.  Greene.  —  Otherwise  known  as 
Bull.  This  name  derived  from 
his  power  to  throw  the  bull.  Con¬ 
sidered  the  Champion  Bull 
Thrower  of  the  world.  For  this 
reason  (and  also  because  of  his 
shady  complexion  ),  suspected  of 
being  a  Spaniard.  Also  noted 
for  the  number  of  pretty  and 
wealthy  women  who,  according 
to  himself,  are  desirous  of  cap¬ 
turing  and  supporting  him  for 
life. 


6.  Guthman.  —  The  Boy  Wonder.  Only 
twenty-two  years  old,  yet  in  that 
short  time  he  has  been  a  profes¬ 
sional  gambler,  a  globe  trotter, 
a  college  graduate,  a  business 
manager,  a  book  maker,  and 
numerous  other  things  not  worthy 
of  mention.  He  is  the  long- 
winded  champion  of  the  world. 


7.  Person.  - —  The  only  man  who  never 
left  the  mess  hall  hungry.  Pro¬ 
bably  better  explained  by  the  cry 
that  went  up  one  day,  “  Hey,  that 
isn't  the  meat  dish.  That’s 
Person’s  plate.” 


HEARD  IN  THE  SQUAD  ROOM 

Who’s  next  on  the  broom? 

I’m  glad  I  got  those  shoes  off  my  feet. 

It’s  a  great  load  off  my  mind.  ■ —  Daly. 
Can  that  noise,  I  want  to  sleep. 

Keep  that  dirt  under  vour  own  bunk. 
Who  swept  that  dirt  under  my  bunk. 

Cut  out  that  noise. 

Shut  them  windows. 

You  men  writing  suggestions  for  the  com¬ 
pany  book  remember  that  some  of  us 
are  married.  Our  wives  might  read 
them. 

There’s  that  same  guy  playing  the  piano. 
Gee,  he  must  have  a  drag  higher  up. 


“Get  a  hair  cut !  ” 


FAMILIAR  SAYINGS 

Was  that  our  whistle? 

Down  on  your  butt. 

Get  a  hair  cut. 

Concrete  cases  on  the  battlefield. 

That  doesn't  sound  logical. 

How  do  you  get  that  way? 

Who  swept  dirt  under  my  bunk? 

If  I  ever  get  home  again,  I’ll  never  leave. 
Draw  a  map,  not  a  picture. 


HEARD  AT  INSPECTION 
Take  his  name. 

Too  much  oil.  Not  enough  oil. 

Dirty  bore. 

Sutherland,  did  you  polish  those  shoes  this 
morning? 

Those  are  not  my  shoes,  sir,  they  are  can¬ 
didate  Granfield’s  in  the  rear  rank. 

Dirty  screw  head. 

Hope  I  get  by  today.  I  got  a  date. 

Is  my  name  plate  on  straight? 


HEARD  AT  5.30  A.M. 

There  she  goes. 

Lights!  Turn  on  the  Lights. 

Gee,  it’s  hell  to  have  ter  get  up  at  night. 
Oh,  Eliza  —  Lil  'liza  Jane. 

Gee,  this  is  the  time  I  used  to  go  to  bed. 
Hey,  what  yer  doing?  That’s  my  night 
shirt,  not  your  drawers. 

Good  night.  Is  it  morning? 


LIFE’S  MYSTERIES 

What  Bowser  does  with  the  laundry. 

Where  Guthman  gets  his  hot  air. 

Why  Daly  left  Panama. 

Who  wakes  up  the  bugler. 

Who  makes  the  approved  solutions  to 
examination  questions. 

Where  do  the  socks  go  when  they  blow  off 
the  “Ifne”? 

At  the  end  of  ten  weeks  where  is  all  the 
straw  you  put  into  that  bedsack,  when 
you  first  hit  camp? 


HEARD  ON  THE  DRILL  FIELD 

Lieutenant  Morey,  after  hearing  Bertine 
give  a  command: 

“Oh  my,  what  a  pretty  little  peep." 

Pick  up  that  step.  Pick  it  up. 

You  ought  to  been  here  an  hour  ago. 

Of  all  the  movements  I  ever  saw,  that  was 
the  worst. 

That’s  a  good  line,  hold  it. 

One,  two,  three,  four;  hip,  himp,  lump, 
rump. 

Slow,  slow,  awfully  slow. 


,  I’ll  make  Some  girl  a  good  wife 
when  I  get  out  of  this  mans  army*’ 


HEARD  IN  THE  LATRINE 

Gee,  I’ll  make  some  girl  a  good  wife  when 
I  get  out  of  this  man’s  army. 

Say,  got  a  mortgage  on  that  shower? 
Can’t  expect  to  hear  news,  we  re  short  of 
paper. 

Listen,  men,  this  is  straight  from - 

Which  one  you  been  sitting  on? 

Well,  what’s  the  latest  Joe  Bush? 

I'll  know  how  to  wash,  anyway,  when  this 
war  is  over. 

Hey,  shut  the  door. 

Five  minutes  of  ten,  fellows. 


HEARD  IN  THE  CONFERENCE 
ROOM 

According  to  Lieutenant  Seyffert,  Mc¬ 
Mullen,  although  present  in  the  body, 
was  AWOL  in  spirit  when  called  upon 
to  recite. 

Lieutenant  Vernor.  — -  “  You  northerners 
have  got  to  watch  your  step  with  the 
southern  ladies. 

Candidate  Mellor.  —  (deeply  in  thought  on 
an  IDR  problem).  “Sir,  that  an¬ 
swers  my  question.” 

Recitations  in  conference  have  been  very 
brief  since  that  fateful  Friday. 

Lieutenant  Vernor.  —  “  How  many  know 
all  those  definitions?  (no  answers  or 
hands.)  So  do  I.” 

Berg,  is  that  your  idea  of  double  time. 

Candidate  Kim,  tell  us  what  you  know 
about  Mess. 

Well,  sir,  up  until  two  weeks  ago  we  had 
mess,  but  since  that  time  it’s  been 
a  hell  of  a  mess. 


MOMENTOUS  MOMENTS 

The  Saturday  morning  they  called  off  in¬ 
spection  and  let  us  off  at  9.00  A.M. 

The  return  of  the  first  examination  papers. 

The  visit  to  the  gas  house. 

Looking  over  the  delinquent  list. 

The  entrance  of  the  first  sergeant  in  the 
study  hall  with  a  list  of  names  to  read 
off. 

The  first  personal  encounter  with  a 
contour. 

The  day  I  went  to  sleep  in  conference. 


FOR  THE  BENEFIT  OF  THE  BOOZE 
HOUNDS 

We  are  leaving  “VIRGINIA  DARE"  on 
our  way  to  the  “BALTIMORE 
CLUB.”  “JOHNNIE  WALKER 
and  HAIG  AND  HAIG”  are  going 
with  us.  Well  go  as  the  “OLD 
CROW”  flies  up  the  “GREEN 
RIVER,”  and  take  a  “WHITE 
HORSE"  to  “MOUNT  VERNON” 
to  see  “WILSON”  get  a  “BLUE 
RIBBON”  for  licking  “SCHLITZ” 
on  the  “RHINE.” 

Nothing  “ALES”  you,  so  stop  “WINE— 
ING.” 

John  Barleycorn. 


A  CONTRIBUTION  FROM  THE 
COOK 

When  the  final  Taps  is  sounded. 

And  we  lay  aside  life’s  cares. 

And  we  start  our  final  march 
Up  the  shining  golden  stairs. 

And  the  angels  bid  us  welcome, 

And  the  harps  begin  to  play. 

And  we  draw  a  million  canteen  checks. 
And  spend  them  in  a  day, 

It  is  then  we  ll  hear  St.  Peter 
Tell  us  with  a  gladsome  yell, 

“Take  front  seats,  good  old  ‘25,’ 

You’ve  done  your  hitch  in  hell.” 

Piggy- 


A  CANDIDATE  CHRISTMAS 

C  amp  Lee  a  dream. 

H  ome  a  reality. 

R  est,  not  at  ease. 

I  nspections  over  forever. 

S  tudy  hours  gone. 

T  houghts  of  marriage. 

M  anual  of  Arms  done  in  pairs. 

A  utomatics  center. 

S  leep,  with  no  reveille. 


SCHOOL  OF  THE  SQUAD 

To  form  the  squad  the  instructor  blows 
his  whistle  to  assemble  the  company,  and 
from  it  selects  seven  men  of  various 
heights  and  dispositions.  He  inquires  as 
to  the  health  of  their  mothers-in-law.  and 
inspects  them  to  see  that  they  are  not 
more  than  half  asleep. 

The  instructor  then  commands.  Count 
Off.  At  this  command  all  execute  eyes 
right  or  left,  according  to  their  individual 
dispositions,  and  begin  reciting  numbers 
from  one  to  twenty.  When  all  the  num¬ 
bers  have  been  used  every  man  executes 
an  about  face,  and  moves  in  the  direction 
of  the  barracks.  The  instructor,  gently 
but  firmly,  herds  them  back  to  the  line 
and  dresses  them.  This  is  done  by 
straightening  the  name  plates  alid  lacing 
the  shoes. 

Pieces  are  then  inspected,  but  finding 
dirt  and  road  oil  under  the  sight  leaf  is 
barred.  A  close  search  by  the  instructor 
will  be  considered  a  deliberately  un¬ 
friendly  act. 

To  align  the  squad  the  instructor  fires 
his  piece,  when  its  muzzle  is  parallel  to 
the  front  rank.  The  men  dress  on  the 
smoke,  click  their  eyes  smartly,  and  at 
the  command  “As  Y’ou  Were”  resume  the 
prone  position.  Those  who  have  not 
risen  for  this  bit  of  military  business 
remain  seated,  but  discard  all  cigarettes 
which  are  more  than  three  quarters 
smoked.  Number  one  of  the  front  rank 
then  executes  Parade  Rest  and  reports, 
“Sir,  the  Army  Corps  is  formed.” 


LIFE’S  MYSTERIES 

Where  Bowser  learned  to  play  the  piano. 
The  medical  college  Greene  went  to. 
Where  all  the  beans  come  from. 

The  Benzine  Board. 

The  Scott  Rating  System. 

Contours. 

How  Daugherty  got  seventy-five  on  his 
map. 

The  dirty  screwhead  Lieutenant  Vernor 
saw. 


HEARD  AT  INSPECTION 

Where’s  your  belt? 

Did  you  shave  this  morning? 
Where’s  your  name  plate? 

Turn  your  bayonet. 

Sight  slide  up. 

Where  is  your  bolt? 

Cut  your  hands  away. 


MY  LAUNDRY 

My  clothes  have  come  back  from  the 
laundry. 

As  dirty  as  when  they  were  sent, 

Oh,  where  are  the  arms  of  my  0.  D.  shirt. 
And  where  have  the  buttons  went? 

I  sent  them  a  suit  of  my  Khakis, 

And  they  swapped  them  for  under¬ 
clothes. 

And  I've  bought  me  a  blooming  shoe  horn, 
To  put  on  my  woolen  hose. 

Each  time  that  I  untie  a  bundle, 

I  kick  myself  for  a  fool. 

But  Sunday  invariably  finds  me 
The  same  old  stubborn  mule. 

For  I  hate  to  do  my  washing. 

It’s  a  weakness  that  I  confess; 

But  I  hope  that  the  guy  who  gets  MY 
clothes, 

Is  a  candidate,  C.  0.  T.  S. 


“Close  that  window*: 


HEARD  AT  5.30  A.M. 

That  dam  bugler  never  sleeps. 

Is  that  our  whistle? 

Close  that  window. 

Where  did  I  put  that  name  plate  last 
night? 

Who  is  that  first  sergeant? 

Who  owns  that  cursed  alarm  clock? 

There  goes  my  shoe  string. 


TO  WIN  POPULARITY  WITH  YOUR 
SQUAD 

If  drilling  with  the  rear  rank,  march 
through  the  front  rank  when  execut¬ 
ing  squads  right. 

While  doing  the  manual,  tap  the  head  of 
the  man  on  your  flank  with  your  rifle. 

Step  on  the  heels  of  your  file  leader. 

Upset  your  stack  of  rifles. 

M  onopolize  one  of  the  three  brooms  and 
sweep  dirt  under  your  bunkie’s  cot. 

Snore. 

Shout  “Lights!  Turn  on  them  lights!” 
a  half  hour  before  reveille. 

Go  to  the  movies  the  evening  that  your 
squad  is  on  police  duty. 

If  “Charge  of  Quarters,”  return  with  the 
mail  after  the  company  has  gone  out 
to  drill.  This  will  make  you  popular, 
not  only  with  your  squad,  but  with 
the  entire  company. 


FAMILIAR  SAYINGS 

Rite  Cheer.  —  Wilkens. 

Joe  Latrine  says - 

Fall  out  for  ten  minutes. 

Any  questions?  Move  out. 

Report  to  the  Orderly  Room  tonight. 
The  war  is  over  again. 

In  your  spare  moments,  -  - 

What  are  ya,  anyway,  a  bunch  of  sillies? 


DEFINITIONS  (Strictly  C.O.T.S.) 

Infirmary.  ■ —  Home  of  the  gold  bricks. 

CC  Pills.  —  Army  dope.  Used  to  cure 
everything  from  a  cut  finger  to  a 
broken  neck,  but  never  given  for  what 
they  were  intended. 


Mess.  — —  The  only  thing  correctly  named 
in  the  army.  Supposed  to  be  some¬ 
thing  to  eat,  but  literally  a  MESS. 


Weekend  Passes.  —  Used  to  raise  our  hopes 
during  the  week,  and  taken  away  from 
us  on  Friday  night. 


Squad.  —  Supposed  to  consist  of  eight 
Privates,  but  usually  made  up  of  a 
few  Colonels,  Generals,  etc. 


Rabbit.  —  An  element  of  the  third  platoon. 


I.  D.  R.  —  Not  a  vegetable,  but  ravenously 
devoured  by  candidates. 


Bayonet  Exercise. —  Favorite  stunts  of  a 
900  II. P.  contortionist. 


Push  and  Pull.  —  Learning  to  shoot  with¬ 
out  wasting  powder. 

Conference.  —  Our  instructors’  opportun¬ 
ity  for  gaining  information  on  points 
which  confuse  him. 


Physical  Drill.  —  A  training  of  the  mind. 

Orderly  Room.  —  The  Sanctorum  Sanctum. 
Entered  with  heart  and  knees  knock¬ 
ing  in  cadence  and  left  in  smiles  or 
tears. 

HEARD  IN  THE  CONFERENCE 
ROOM 

Why  doesn't  this  class  know  its  lesson? 
Been  catching  up  on  correspondence? 

What's  a  contour? 

You  increase  the  elevation  on  a  dry  day 
because  the  gravity  works  faster  than 
on  a  wet  day.  —  Kennedy. 

Lieutenant  Yernor  asked  a  candidate  what 
he  would  do  on  the  range,  with  a  12- 
o'clock  wind  blowing  directly  in  his 
face.  The  candidate  replied  that  he 
would  turn  his  face  the  other  way. 

Stand  up  when  you're  called  on. 

Give  him  a  chance. 

Stand  at  attention. 

Do  you  know  where  there  is  any  chalk? 


THINGS  TO  REMEMBER 

Lt.  Vernor's  “come-backs.” 
Murphy’s  cough. 

Canary’s  manual. 

Morris'  recitations. 

Daly’s  whispers. 

Stipes’s  rumors. 

Kennedy’s  questions. 

The  Brooklyn  Broads. 


STIRRUP  CUP 

It's  glasses  up  for  a  toast,  boys. 

The  last  long  toast  of  the  day; 

For  the  war  is  won  and  the  game  is  done, 
And  there’s  no  more  chance  to  wallop  the 
Hun. 

But  plenty  of  tasks  for  us,  every  one. 

In  the  old  civilian  way. 

And  now,  before  Boot  and  Saddle, 

Under  the  sunset  glow, 

It  s  glasses  up  for  a  toast,  boys, 

A  last  before  we  go. 

We  ll  pledge  not  the  eyes  of  women, 

(God  knows  they  are  bright  tonight!) 
We  ll  pledge  not  the  little  hands  we  love. 
Nor  the  graves  below,  nor  the  souls  above. 
Nor  the  Mothers  who  held  us  close  when 
we  strove, 

And  kept  us  strong  for  the  fight. 

We’ve  plenty  of  time  for  the  ruffles, 

W  ere  in  for  them  nip  and  tuck!  — 

It’s  a  simple  toast,  tonight,  boys, 

A  straight,  man’s  toast,  “Good  Luck!” 

Then  over  your  head  with  the  glasses, 

And  tighten  the  bridle  rein. 

Only  the  Fates  can  tell  how  far 
We  ride  apart,  and  yon  white  star 
May  mark  where  some  pale  campfires  are, 
When  the  rest  ride  home  again. 

Then,  if  a  chair  is  vacant 
That  wonder  alone  can  fill, 

Just  turn  down  a  bright  glass,  empty, 

And  the  toast,  be  it  “Good  Luck,”  still. 


How  would  Seek  look  swimming  75  yards 
with  a  full  pack? 

How  would  C.  E.  Dunn  look  not  using  his 
melodious  voice? 

How  would  Lewis  look  stacking  arms? 

How  would  Guthman  look  not  talking? 

How  would  Saddler  look  answering  a 
question? 

How  would  Camp  look  spruced  up? 


HEARD  PATROLLING 

1  m  in  charge  of  this  affair.  If  it  goes 
wrong  I’ll  get  hell,  you  won’t. 

Captain,  you’re  a  dead  man. 

I  ley,  Lavin,  w  ake  Wilkens  up.  The 
whistle  just  blew. 

Drop,  here  come  the  rabbits. 

Here  comes  an  enemy  patrol.  What  shall 
we  do? 

Come  on,  get  out  from  behind  that  Lree, 
you’re  caught. 

Get  down,  get  up,  halt,  double  time. 

Keep  down,  Huxel.  You  look  like  a  lost 
camel  hunting  a  desert. 


THINGS  TO  REMEMBER 

Lieutenant  Seyffert’s  voice. 

Spencer’s  commands. 

White  drilling  the  3rd  Platoon. 

Burton’s  salute. 

Thompson’s  salute. 

The  Wolf-Stack  Bout. 

Tillie  Niederman  expounding  theory  of 
friction  on  shoes. 

Marshall  attending  inspection  without 
belt  or  bolt. 


HEARD  ON  THE  DRILL  FIELD 

Greene,  pull  in  your  chin,  or  you'll  fall 
over. 

Get  a  good  physique  men.  Something  to 
take  home  with  you. 

Any  buck  private  in  the  rear  rank  can 
learn  to  drill. 

Of  all  the  movements  1  ever  saw  that  was 
the  worst. 

Slow  again,  Spencer. 

Is  that  the  best  you  can  do  after  nine  weeks 
of  training? 

I  never  saw  a  fiercer  exhibition. 

Daugherty,  your  out  of  step. 


THE  TWELVE  GENERAL  ORDERS, 
REVISED  BY  THE  PEACE  DEPT., 
FOR  USE  BY  DISCHARGED 
SOLDIERS 

1.  To  take  charge  of  all  good-looking  girls 
in  view. 

2  To  walk  with  the  best  looking  one 
around  my  post,  keeping  always 
on  the  alert,  so  that  none  more 
charming  will  get  by. 

3.  To  report  at  once  all  girls  who  refuse 
to  flirt  with  me. 

I.  To  approach  all  girls  on  posts  more 
secluded  than  my  own. 

5.  To  quit  my  girl  only  when  one  more 
alluring  comes  along. 

G.  To  pass  on  to  the  girl  who  relieves 
the  first  one,  all  requests  for 
candy,  food,  etc.,  that  will  make 
life  pleasant  for  me. 

7.  To  talk  to  no  girl  that  isn't  good  look¬ 

ing,  unless  she  owns  a  Packard. 

8.  In  case  of  a  shortage  of  powder  or 

chewing  gum,  to  give  the  alarm. 

!).  To  allow  no  spooning,  but  my  own, 
on  or  near  my  post. 

10.  In  case  she  is  under  sixteen  or  over 

forty,  to  call  the  corporal  of  the 
guard. 

11.  To  salute  in  the  proscribed  manner 

all  damsels  not  colored,  or  of 
too  great  displacement. 

12.  To  be  especially  watchful  at  twilight. 

and  during  the  period  of  the 
full  moon,  to  take  advantage  of 
all  canoes  on,  or  near  my  post, 
allowing  no  one  to  pass  with  an 
electric  searchlight  or  other 
encumbrance. 


FAMILIAR  SAYINGS 

Too  ranks,  fall  in. 

Gas!! 

Hold  that  pivot. 

Get  off  that  pivot. 

Glance  toward  the  marching  flank. 

What  do  I  know  about  the  laundry? 

—  Bowser. 

Lead  her  to  the  barn.  She’s  young  and 
tender.  —  Berg. 

Look  at  that  moon.  Jove  I’d  like  to  be 
in - tonight.  —  Every  one. 


HEARD  OVER  THE  WEEK  END 

I  wonder  if  next  week  will  be  any  harder 
than  this. 

Bowser,  where’s  my  laundry? 

I  was  jazzing  in  the  five  and  ten. 

Let’s  get  a  square  meal. 

Ya,  —  they're  nice  girls  alright- — -but — - 
I  wonder  where  I  can  get  a  hair  cut. 


THE  MESS  HALL 

1  remember,  I  remember, 

The  mess  hall  down  at  Lee; 
'I'he  toast  on  Sunday  morning, 
And  the  vicious  evening  tea. 
The  beans  they  used  to  feed  us. 
The  butter  that  could  walk, 
The  weinies  and  the  cabbage, 
And  all  the  mess  hall  talk. 


The  coffee  I  shall  ne’er  forget; 

And,  oh,  that  dish  of  meat. 

That  flooded  all  the  mess  hall 
With  an  odor  far  from  sweet. 

The  omelets  that  they  made  for  us,  — 
One  egg  for  fifteen  men; 

The  sugar  that  we  never  got, 

The  prunes  and  hash,  and  then  — 


Oh,  then  that  apple  cobbler, 

Made  from  peaches  hard  and  dry, 
Potato  salad,  rich  and  strong. 

O’er  which  we  used  to  cry. 

The  corn  bread  that  was  full  of  corn, 
And  doctored  up  to  kill. 

And  all  the  stuff  devoutly  dumped 
Into  the  pail  of  swill. 


For,  oh,  we  thought  if  there  it  went, 
Twould  ne’er  be  seen  again. 

They  fooled  us,  for  they  served  us  soup, 
Twas  THAT,  well  mixed  with  rain. 
Ah,  me!  although  the  quality 
Remains  an  open  question, 

The  food  they  fed  us  there  at  Lee, 

Ne’er  gave  us  indigestion. 


THE  SQUAD  ROOM  GHOST 

Twas  the  night  before  leaving, 

And  all  through  the  room. 

Not  a  creature  was  stirring. 

Not  even  the  broom. 

But  the  clack  of  G  reene’s  tongue, 

In  its  unceasing  clatter. 

And  Wilkens’  wild  raving. 

And  Camp’s  foolish  chatter, 

Gave  all  a  suspicion  that 
Something  was  brewing, 

And,  oh,  how  that  Orderly 
Beggar  was  stewing. 

In  the  end  we  were  quiet, 

For  maybe  a  while. 

And  I  tried  for  some  sleep, 

In  a  soldierly  style. 

When  what  to  my  wondering 
Eyes  did  appear, 

A  horrible  figure. 

That  filled  me  with  fear. 

It  gazed  down  upon  me. 

With  sorrowful  mien. 

And  murmured,  “  Behold, 

I'm  the  stockings  of - , 

And  also  the  shirt  of  that 
Windjammer  scamp. 

That  overnight  sergeant 

You’ve  all  known  as - .” 

Then  I  suddenly  saw, 

With  a  series  of  shocks, 

My  ghost  was  a  shirt 

And  a  pair  of  wool  socks. 

But,  oh,  what  a  shirt, 

And  oh,  what  a  pair 
Of  stockings  confronted 
My  feverish  stare. 

And  as  I  watched. 

With  eyes  popping  wide, 

It  solemnly  glided 
Away  from  my  side. 

When  the  figure  at  last 
Was  enveloped  in  gloom. 

And  darkness  once  more 
Had  invaded  the  room, 

I  swore  by  the  deities, 

Regent  o’er  Soaps, 

And  the  Imps  that  have  aided  us 
On  to  our  hopes. 

That  no  matter  how  frigid 
The  wind’s  cruel  wrath. 

Each  day  I’d  religiously 
Scrub  in  the  bath. 

That  my  shirt  and  hosiery 
Never  would  revel 
Alone  in  the  night, 

Thus  to  shock  some  poor  devil. 


HOW  TO  GET  SOLID  WITH  THE 
LIEUT. 

Call  him  by  his  first  name.  He  will 
appreciate  this  bit  of  familiarity  more  than 
you  can  imagine. 

Salute  only  when  saluted  by  him.  He 
will  see  that  you  are  not  one  of  these  push¬ 
ing  people  who  are  always  trying  to 
compel  recognition,  and  will  notice  imme¬ 
diately  your  failure  to  salute. 

Stand  retreat  minus  your  belt,  and  you 
will  avoid  that  overdressed  appearance. 
Chat  while  standing  at  attention,  sociabi¬ 
lity  is  so  important.  Look  around  to  see 
where  you  are,  enjoy  the  sunset,  and  audi¬ 
bly  express  your  appreciation. 

Do  not  wear  your  nameplate.  Your 
name  will  soon  become  known  to  your 
officers. 

Stand  inspection  with  a  dirty  rifle. 
The  lieutenant  will  admire  your  independ¬ 
ence,  and  may  put  your  name  in  a  little 
book,  so  that  he  may  remember  it.  Just 
a  touch  of  red  rust  will  add  to  the  pict¬ 
uresque  appearance,  so  much  in  demand. 

Tell  the  lieutenant  that  his  puttees  are 
of  a  cheaper  grade  than  you  intend  to 
buy.  If  he  makes  mistakes  in  conference, 
correct  them,  pointing  out  gently  but 
firmly  the  errors  of  his  way. 

HEARD  IN  THE  CONFERENCE 
ROOM 

When  is  reconnaissance  carried  on? 

In  war  time  mostly. 

Why  do  we  have  night  marches? 

Because  there  is  no  time  during  the  day. 
Every  general  prisoner  must  be  minitcly 
searched.  —  Langberg. 

Question,  Sir. 

Four  minutes  to  go.  Who  in  hell  knows 
anything  about  shoes? 

Sit  down,  I  know  what  you  are  going  to 
say. 

1  don’t  know,  sir. 

Put  your  chair  down.  You're  not  in  a 
bar  room. 


ADVICE  TO  THIRD  LIEUTENANTS 

1.  As  Skirmishers,  guide  right,  March. 

Above  all  things  hit  the  dirt  hard.  At 
first,  contact  with  Mother  Earth  will  come 
as  a  distinct  shock,  but  after  you  have 
worn  off  the  physical  points  and  ridges, 
with  which  you  began  life,  you  will  find 
it  possible  to  roll  from  place  to  place  with 
comparative  ease  and  comfort.  Having 
hit  the  dirt  in  the  approved  manner,  your 
sensation  will  be  that  of  falling  from  a 
third  story  window  upon  a  cement  side¬ 
walk.  See  that  the  twelve  cents  remain¬ 
ing  from  last  pay  day  has  not  been  jarred 
loose  from  your  pocket.  Take  inventory 
of  injuries  to  your  person,  and  treat  same 
according  to  methods  taught  in  First  Aid 
Course. 


If  you  have  fallen  upon,  instead  of  be¬ 
tween,  your  comrades  on  the  firing  line, 
take  up  a  new  position  as  rapidly  as 
possible.  Remove  your  elbow  from  the 
ear  of  the  man  on  your  right,  and  unwind 
your  legs  from  the  neck  of  the  man  on  your 
left.  Search  diligently  for  your  rifle,  the 
chances  are  that  you  have  not  thrown  it 
beyond  the  right  guide.  He  will  be  glad 
to  return  it  by  one  of  the  laison  men,  who 
need  the  exercise. 

“A  re-enforcement  joins  the  firing  line  as 
quickly  as  possible  without  exhausting  the 
men."  I.  D.  R.  Par.  228. 


Re  careful  about  that  exhaustion. 
Fight  against  that  impulse  to  over-exert 
yourself.  When  advancing,  do  so  steadily, 
but  with  dignity.  Never  run,  such  con¬ 
duct  is  unbecoming  to  a  prospective  officer, 
and  you  will  lose  caste.  Keep  your  eye 
on  the  guide.  He  will  either  be  far  ahead, 
or  far  behind  you,  but  never  allow  him  to 
be  completely  out  of  sight.  There  will  be 
a  base  squad,  it  generally  is  very  base. 
When  so  commanded,  move  in  the  general 
direction  of  this  low-life  coterie. 


Wh  en  advancing  to  establish  a  new  line, 
do  not  interpret  AT  TRAIL  too  literally. 
That  is  to  say,  do  not  let  out  your  sling 
to  its  full  length,  and  drag  your  rifle 
across  the  parade  ground  after  the  fashion 
of  a  kite  with  a  tail.  This  nicks  the  pa¬ 
rade  ground.  You  would  not  do  this  to 
your  hard-wood  floors  at  home,  don’t  do 
it  here,  where  it  will  spoil  the  finish  of  the 
drill  field.  Besides  it’s  bad  for  the  rifle. 


HEARD  AT  INSPECTION 

Honest,  Captain,  it  blew  on  while  I  was 
standing  here. 

Looks  like  a  coal  mine. 

Did  you  shave  this  morning?  Better  get 
a  new  razor. 

Is  that  the  best  you  can  shine  those  shoes? 
Police  yourself. 

Steady.  Do  it  again. 

Lend  me  a  tooth  brush,  somebody. 

HEARD  BETWEEN  CLASSES 

The  sergeant’s  whistle. 

I  no  more  than  get  my  cigarette  lit  than 
that  whistle  blows. 

What  do  we  have  next? 

He  didn’t  see  me  behind  the  stove. 

Fall  out  in  five  minutes. 

Next  formation  will  be  with  blankets  and 
foot  lockers. 

Where's  my  alidade? 

HEARD  IN  THE  MESS  HALL 

Cheese  it,  there’s  a  Lieut,  back  there. 

Is  there  any  butter  on  the  table?  No? 
My  God,  what  do  they  expect  a  man 
to  eat? 

Pa  ss  the  beans. 

What’s  the  matter,  don't  I  get  anything 
to  eat? 

Hey,  cook,  how  about  something  to  eat? 
Shoot  the  coffee. 

What’s  the  matter,  got  a  busted  arm? 
DEFINITIONS 

Interval. —  Time  between  blasts  of  first 
sergeant's  whistle. 

Distance.  — -  Space  between  barracks  and 
mess  hall. 

Point  of  Rest.  —  Cot,  including  blankets 
and  pillow. 

Deployment.  —  The  company  at  mess. 


UDirt  -under 
my  bunk" 


b 

pushing" 


HEARD  IN  THE  1ST,  2ND  AND  3RD 
PLATOON  STUDY  ROOMS 

Now  I  don’t  want  to  be  known  as  a  joy 
killer,  but  the  discipline  in  this  platoon  is 
rotten.  We  have  been  lenient  with  you 
men  and  have  treated  you  as  gentlemen, 
but  if  you  want  to  be  treated  as  enlisted 
men,  well,  we  can  do  it,  and  don’t  you 
forget  it. 

Our  idea  of  something  pathetic  is  Cook 
Lyons  singing  “Sweet  Rosie  O’Grady” 
and  applauding  himself  at  the  finish. 

Ever  since  that  Burton-Bennet  bout, 
the  latter  has  considered  everything  as 
cockeyed. 


POSITION  OF  A  SOLDIER 
BY  ARONSON 

Body  erect  and  resting  equally  on  the  balls 
of  both  feet.  Head  and  neck  vertical, 
and  on  the  same  axis,  and  resting 
equally  on  the  balls  of  both  feet. 
Eyes  and  arms  straight  to  the  front, 
hanging  naturally,  and  resting  equally 
on  the  balls  of  both  feet. 


HEARD  ON  THE  DRILL  FIELD 

Sir,  I  lost  my  belt.  May  I  go  back  and 
look  for  it? 

Bottemiller,  don’t  walk  ’round  with  that 
“Here  I  am,  where  do  I  belong”  look 
on  your  face. 

Wilkens  as  Platoon  Leader: 

“Attention!  You  gold  bricks.” 

What  do  you  think  you  are  doing,  Fuhrer, 
leaning  on  a  bar? 

Platoon  Leader  Getting  His  Platoon  into 
Line  — 

“To  the  rear,  March;  Squads  Left, 
March;  Right  Oblique,  March;  Halt, 
in  place,  as  you  were. 

Sir,  what  shall  I  do  now?” 


v  v  v  V  V 

Don  t  act  like  weak  sisters. 

What  are  you?  Unconscious? 

That  s  all  very  nice,  but  it  doesn’t  answer 
my  question. 

Who  can  answer  the  candidate’s  question? 
That  s  a  new  one.  I’ll  have  to  spring  that 
on  the  next  platoon. 

Hong  Kong,  Ping  Pong,  Ding  Dong,  Sing 
Song. 

Somebody  always  gums  it  up. 

What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it,  Fight? 
Get  awake 

Now  men,  think.  Use  your  gray  matter. 
Where’s  your  authority? 

If  you  don’t  know,  guess. 

That’s  me  all  over,  Mable. 

As  clear  as  mud. 

Just  like  a  shoooower,  coming  down. 

Go  like  hell. 


HEARD  AT  INSPECTION 

Do  those  leggins  look  O.  K.? 

There  will  be  a  second  inspection  at  1.30. 

Use  more  elbow  grease. 

Platoon  sergeant,  follow  me. 

Hold  your  head  still. 

Captain  Loveland.  “Where’s  your  bolt?” 

Candidate  Marshall.  “  It’s  up  on  my  bunk, 
sir.  It’s  nice  and  clean,  too.  I’ll 
run  up  and  get  it  if  you  want  to  see 
it,  sir!” 


FAMILIAR  SAYINGS 

Most  assuredly  not.  —  Person. 

Chorus’  girls  hair  cut.  -  -  -? 

Don’t  wrap  that  piece  around  your  neck. 
Snap  to  it. 

As  skirmishers,  SKIRM. 

Bayonet  detail  fall  out. 

When  we  were  on  the  border - . 

1  was  going  to  say  the  same  thing. 


HEARD  IN  THE  MESS  HALL 

Won’t  you  fellers  ever  pass  anything? 
Check  on  the  molasses. 

Let  me  have  your  attention. 

All  youse  guys,  — 

That  stew  looks  familiar  to  me. 

What,  stew  again? 

What  time  does  the  canteen  open? 


HEARD  AT  5.30  A.M. 

Damn  the  Kaiser. 

Buy  him  a  whistle  for  Christmas. 

Well,  there’s  water  coming  down,  but  you 
wouldn’t  call  it  rain. 

Where  is  that  blooming  shoe? 

For  God’s  sake,  shut  up,  that’s  not  our 
bugle. 

Oh,  Lord,  what  an  hour  to  get  up. 

Who  in  hell  invented  reveille? 

It's  hell  to  have  to  get  up  so  early. 


HEARD  IN  THE  CONFERENCE 
ROOM 

Candidate  Seek.  —  “Suppose  a  man  had 
been  frostbitten  where  there  wasn't 
anything  cold  around.” 

Lieutenant.  —  “  Where  on  earth  could  that 
be?  ” 

Seek.  —  “Why,  out  in  the  desert.” 


Candidate  Graber,  go  to  the  front  of  the 
class  and  tell  them  all  you  know  about 
abatements. 

Gee,  that  won't  take  long. 

How  would  you  assist  nature  in  stopping 
a  hemorrhage? 

Lay  her  gently  on  her  back,  give  her 
plenty  of  air  and  apply  the  tourniquet. 

Candidate.  —  “  When  I  was  in  camp,  we 
used  to  do  it  that  way.” 

Lieutenant.  —  “Well,  while  you're  here, 
you'll  do  it  our  way.” 

Medical  Officer.  —  “Each  one  of  you  name 
three  insects  beginning  with  Candi¬ 
date  Clark. 


WHEN  A  CANDIDATE  NEEDS  A 
FRIEND 

Sleeping  between  Dunn  and  Guthman 
Saturday  examinations. 

Sitting  beside  Myers  at  mess. 

Every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  night. 

On  a  Gas  Hike. 

In  the  Latrine. 

At  inspections. 


HEARD  IN  THE  MESS  HALL 

I  bet  Meyers  has  good  manners  when  he 
gets  home.  He’s  been  saving  ’em 
ever  since  he’s  been  here. 

That’s  not  the  meat  dish,  that’s  Person's 
plate. 

Where  in  II - are  those  K.  P's? 

Pull  in  your  neck,  here  conies  a  clam 
digger. 

A  man  can’t  drill  on  this  stuff. 

Pass  the  ham  before  you  choke. 

Seats. 


REVEILLE 

“Turn  on  those  lights.”  Groans. 
“Damn  that  bugle!”  The  dawn  of 
another  day. 


You  scramble  madly  for  that  elusive 
shirt,  heave  yourself  into  those  breeches, 
which  require  a  shoe  horn  about  the  knees, 
and  crawl  under  the  bunk  for  your  shoes, 
which  some  one,  retiring  later  than  you, 
has  kicked  there.  Your  shoe  lace  breaks. 
No  matter  how  well  behaved  a  shoe  lace 
may  be  during  twenty-three  hours  and 
fifty  minutes  of  each  day,  it  invariably 
breaks  between  first  call  and  assembly. 
Hut  eventually  you  secure  all  your  lower 
garments,  after  a  fashion.  The  whistle 
blows. 

The  stampede  for  the  stairs  is  now  at 
its  height.  Those  formerly  residing  in 
Mahattan  profit  greatly  by  their  subway 
experience,  but  even  so,  the  casualties  are 
numerous.  By  this  time  you  have  extri¬ 
cated  your  (t)rusty  Enfield  from  the 
blankets,  removed  your  hat  from  under 
the  pillow,  and  at  length  discovered  the 
combination  which  locks  your  bunk  and 
Gelt  together.  You  think  that  you  hear 
a  gentle  voice  calling,  Fall  In,  which  in¬ 
spires  you  to  break  all  records  in  reaching 
the  stairs.  Y^our  descent  is  precipitate, 
rather  than  graceful,  but  you  arrive. 
Elbowing  your  way  into  line,  thereby 
incurring  the  righteous  wrath  of  your 
neighbors,  you  find  that  you  have  several 
minutes  in  which  to  admire  the  moon. 
You  are  still  half  awake,  and  three  quarters 
asleep,  but  this  fact  does  not  detract  from 
your  enjoyment,  which  will  be  almost  as 
keen  as  if  you  were  returning  with  the  only 
girl  in  the  world  from  a  dance  at  the 
Country  Club. 

Time  passes  while  you  shiver  and  think 
of  the  folks  at  home,  who  are  just  turning 
over  for  the  last  two-hours  nap,  and  then 
you  are  called  to  attention  and  reported 
through  proper  military  channels. 


HEARD  BETWEEN  CLASSES 

Who’s  got  a  cigarette? 

Hold  that  light. 

By  gosh,  this  is  the  worst  war  I  was  ever  in. 
Who’s  got  a  broom? 

Life  is  just  one  d - class  after  another. 

Waznext? 

Push  and  Pull  next. 

Get  ready.  Here  he  comes.  TenSHUN. 


WHEN  PATROLLING 

Do  not  spurn  cover,  but  resist  that  im¬ 
pulse  to  hide  in  the  middle  of  a  lake, 
the  hostile  navy  may  sink  you  with 
shell  fire. 

Peanut  stacks  offer  superior  shelter,  there 
is  always  the  chance  that  you  will  pass 
for  one  of  the  nuts. 

Cover  your  rifle  with  a  thick  coat  of  mud, 
it  will  eliminate  the  glare  of  the 
barrel. 

Wear  water  wings  during  the  early  morn¬ 
ing,  the  Virginia  dew  is  a  deep  one. 

When  communicating  with  the  members 
of  your  patrol  by  bird  call,  avoid 
impersonations  of  the  penguin  and 
the  dodo.  These  fowl  do  not  frequent 
Virginia. 


THE  PSYCHOLOGICAL  EXAM. 

Appendix  A 

1.  If  the  cone  of  dispersion  contains 
more  right  angles  than  an  egg,  and  if  the 
egg  is  not  unfit  to  serve  to  a  Gigadier- 
Brindle  with  a  cold,  place  a  cigarette 
behind  your  right  ear. 

2.  If  a  squad,  acting  alone,  is  march¬ 
ing  in  column  of  platoons,  and  a  division, 
coming  from  the  opposite  direction,  is 
deployed  as  skirmishers,  which  will  be  the 
first  to  get  to  mess? 

3.  If  a  contour  is  an  imaginary  line, 
and  the  vertical  interval  is  beyond  the  line 
of  aim  and  the  muzzle  velocity  is  2,700  feet 
per  second,  recite  your  General  Orders, 
while  standing  at  Parade  Rest. 

4.  If  two  eggs  and  two  apples  can  stay 
under  water  nine  days  without  being 
scrambled,  baked,  or  boiled,  what  is  the 
appetite  of  a  German  submarine  crew  after 
the  explosion  of  three  depth  bombs? 

5.  If  the  Orderly  Room  contains  three 
lieutenants,  who  are  bawling  out  one 
Candidate,  will  the  First  Platoon  be  in¬ 
terested?  If  the  answer  is  “No,”  buy 
yourself  a  country  place  at  the  expense  of 
the  company  book. 


FAMOUS  SAYINGS 

Small  box  perspiration  can.  —  Yeager. 
There  are  ten  props  in  proper.  —  Cahill 
(asleep). 

Let's  play  a  game,  the  duck.  —  Canary. 
Double  quick  time,  March.  —  Drinkwater. 
Rising  complexion  of  my  voice.  —  Yeager. 
Lieutenant,  March  your  men  to  the  sewer. 
Increase  them  cadence. 


HEARD  IN  THE  CONFERENCE 
ROOM 

Candidate  Eaton,  sir. 

I  agree  with  candidate - ,  sir. 

It  depends  on  the  nature  of  the  terrain. 
What  do  you  think  about  that,  class? 
Ain’t  it  great  to  be  Dutch. 

Bona  Fide  Formation. 

It  wasn’t  did  that  wa\  in  the  organization 
I  came  from. 


THE  GOLD  DUST  TWINS 

Graber . Persons 

Washing  and  Ironing 
Taken  In 


SONGS  WE  NEVER  SING 

Call  me  Early,  Bugler  Darling. 

Down  by  the  Old  Drill  Field 
If  he  can  Fight  Like  he  can  Drill. 

When  the  Blooming  Street  Car  Leaves  for 
Petersburg. 

Carry  me  Back  to  Old  Virginia. 


DOW  TO  FIND  A  CONTOUR 

Multiply  your  critical  points  by  your  ver¬ 
tical  interval,  divide  by  the  map  dis¬ 
tance,  subtract  your  alligator,  less  one 
half  of  your  stride,  measured  in  knots, 
or  the  fractions  thereof. 

Then  take  another  shot  (morphine  pre¬ 
ferred),  and  draw  the  contour  on  the 
map  any  place  where  you  think  it 
should  not  be.  This  is  perfectly  safe, 
as  it  is  a  physical  impossibility  for  any 
of  our  instructors  to  make  an  ap¬ 
proved  solution. 

Contours  were  first  tamed  by,  and  are 
under  the  direct  control  of.  Lieuten¬ 
ant  Vernor.  He  has,  however,  been 
unable  to  instill  in  others  the  con¬ 
fidence  necessary  fo  make  household 
pets  of  them. 

Following  the  command,  Port  Arms. 
Candidate  Burton  executes  several  weird 
twists  and  juggling  motions,  but  finally 
arrives  at  a  position  resembling  port  arms. 
The  muzzle  of  his  rifle,  however,  is  on  the 
right  side  instead  of  the  left.  Lieutenant 
Stevens  then  gently  inquired  if  the  candi¬ 
date  was  left  handed,  or  the  rifle  a  misfit. 


THE  PASSING 
of 

JOE  LATRINE 


The  only  authentic  account  of  the  demise 
and  burial  of  Joe  Latrine — the  rumor  hound  of 
the  United  States  Army. 


Copyright  applied  for  by  A.  E.  Longueil,  Boston,  Mass. 


THE  PASSING  OF  JOE  LATRINE 


,  ROB ABLY  the  best  known  and  most  respected  man  in  the  Ameri- 
Army  was  the  late  Joseph  LaTrine.  His  good  humor,  his 


can 


O 

ready  fund  of  gossip,  his  gift  of  doping  things  out,  made  him  a 
universal  favorite.  Small  wonder,  then,  that  a  hush  of  horror 
and  unutterable  grief  swept  over  our  25th  Company,  when  on  the  evening 
of  November  14  (memorable  day),  Candidate  Blank  stepped  into  a  more 
than  usually  merry  study  room,  and  in  a  voice  muffled  funereally  by  the 
handkerchief  before  his  eyes,  strove  to  read  the  following  telegram: 


CLASS  OF  SERV'CE  OESkRED 


Fast  Oay  Message 


Night  Letter 


Patrons  shout!  mark  an  X  oppo¬ 
site  tha  class  of  service  desired: 
OTHERWISE  THE  TELEGRAM 
WILL  BE  TRANSMITTED  AS  A 
FAST  DAY  MESSAGE. 


WESTE 


NEWCOMB  CARLTON  ppesic 


UNION 
AM 

GEORGE  W  E.  ATKINS,  first  vicc-f  nesiOCNT 


(..  r-n 


Send  the  following  telegram,  subject  to  the  terms 
on  back  hereof,  which  are  hereby  agreed  to 


CAMP  LEE.  NOVEMBER  14. 


,i9i_a. 


Tn  CAPTAIN  ARTHUR  5.  LOVELAND.  25TH  COMPANY. 


HDGTS.  UNDERTAKERS  SECTION. 


Street  and  INo._ 
Place _ 


TT  TS  IUTH  -REGRET  THAT  I  ANNOUNCE  DEATH  OF  JOSEPH  LATRINE  SUDDENLY  OK 
14TH  INSTANT .  OWING  TO  CONDITION  OF  BODY  IMMEDIATE  BURIAL  IS  NECESSARY 
PAST  REQUEST  KAS  THAT  SERVICES  BE  HELD  IN  CENTER  OP  FIREBREAK  WITHIN 

SHATOOW  OP  BARRACKS  OP  25TH  CO.  AND  WITHIN  SIGHT  OF  23RD  AND  26TH  GO'S 


AND  PRIVATES  OP  THE  GUARD. 

BE  INVITED  TO  ATTEND. 


TT  TO  DESIRABLE  TEAT  RELATIVES  AND  FRIENDS 


.POST  EMBALWKR 


_ 14/11/ia 

SENDER'S  ADDRESS 
FOR  ANSWER 


SENDERS  TELE- 
PHONE  NUMBER 


For  a  moment  there  was  silence.  Then  a  convul¬ 
sive  sobbing  shook  the  building.  A  gentle  pattering 
made  itself  heard  —  the  tears  of  strong  men,  dropping 
upon  the  unwashed  floor.  Text  books  were  forgotten 
that  night.  As  we  passed  the  company  onion  from  eye 
to  eye,  and  labored  to  drown  our  sorrows  in  the  flowing 
conversation,  we  raised  our  good  right  arms  to  heaven 
and  swore  by  the  sacred  army  bean  and  the  shades  of 
all  who  had  lived  on  slum  before  us  that  we  should  not 
refill  our  bed  sacks  till  due  tribute  had  been  paid  to  the 
great  departed. 

Morning  strengthened  our  resolution.  If  Joe’s  spirit 
had  flown  like  a  sweet  odor  to  those  gates  wherein  no 
prune  doth  enter,  and  behind  which  even  the  K.  P.’s  are 
at  rest,  his  mortal  remains  at  least  were  still  of  earth. 

Upon  them  we  might  lavish  our  sorrow.  To  think  was 
to  do.  A  call  was  sent  forth  hastily  for  grave  diggers. 

From  the  legion  of  volunteers  responding  to  the 
above  appeal  the  following  were  selected  as  best  quali¬ 
fied  by  nature  for  the  task.  Chief  Gravedigger,  the 
chap  who  wrote  “Carry  Me  Back  to  Old  Virginia”;  First  Assistant, 
the  chap  who  invented  “Around  Me  Double”;  Second  Assistant — but 
why  go  further?  With  such  a  duo  we  were  sure  Joe  would  be  buried 
deeper  then  ever  plummet  sounded. 

The  induction  of  pall  bearers  was  more  quickly  settled.  The  honor 
was  sold  for  a  song  to  the  LaTrine  Quartette. 

All  arrangements  made,  promptly  at  12.30  on  the  appointed  day  the 
sacred  fires  in  the  bereaved  abode  were  drawn  and  the  faucets  shut  off 
tightly  forever.  The  massive  portals  swung  wide.  Out  of  the  yawning 
square  of  black  emerged  the  casket  covered  with  the  pall  of  black  samite. 
(As  a  matter  of  fact  it  was  a  horse  blanket,  but  age  helped  it  look  the  part.) 
Sturdily  forward  paced  the  pall  bearers,  girt  with  their  sidearms,  their 
gas  masks  adjusted  devoutly.  Slowly  the  procession  formed.  Decently, 
at  the  head  strode  the  best  musicians  time  could  furnish,  lead  by  the  in¬ 
imitable  Schutte.  Not  one  of  them  could  play  a  note,  but  this  proved 
singularly  fortunate  since  not  one  of  them  had  an  instrument  to  play. 
They  compromised  by  whistling  in  melancholy  cadence  that  most  touch¬ 
ing  and  pertinent  of  all  tunes  suited  to  the  occasion,  “I’m  Afraid  to  Go 
Home  in  the  Dark.” 

Following  the  music  at  ten  paces  stalked  the  royal  Aedile,  bearing 
the  immemorial  arms  of  the  LaTrine  family,  crossed  Brooms  over  a  royal 
Flush  on  a  field  Washkit,  surmounted  by  the  Roll  of  Mystery.  Back  of 
the  Herald  followed  the  High  Priest.  Not  without  difficulty  had  he  been 


drawn  forth  from  a  long  retirement  in  meditation,  the  Right  Redolent 
Baccus  Fragrantissimus,  once  head  of  a  mighty  hierarchy,  now  stripped 
of  all  but  a  shade  of  his  former  glory.  Only  the  magnitude  of  the  occasion 
had  at  length  wrought  on  him  to  leave  his  pondering  upon  modern  im¬ 
provements  and  once  more  visit  in  his  pontificial  robes  the  busy  marts  of 
man.  In  his  hand  he  bore  the  funeral  speech.  Both  his  eyes  rested  by 
habit  heavily  upon  the  ground.  (Alas,  in  his  youth  he  had  had  no  Louie 
to  guide  him!) 

Around  the  southwest  corner  of  the  barracks  moved  the  cortege. 
Funereally  it  made  its  way  up  37th.  Two  K.  P.’s  and  a  mail  orderly, 
standing  in  a  crowd  on  the  sidewalk,  were  overcome  and  carried  away  in 
a  fainting  condition.  Around  the  northwest  corner  of  the  barracks  it 
pressed  at  a  snail’s  pace;  up  Avenue  B.  There  the  company  was  drawn 
in  full  array  at  stiff  parade  rest.  It  was  a  moving  sight  (no  CCs  required). 
Throb,  throb  went  the  feet  of  the  marchers.  Sob,  sob  went  the  company 


Slowly  fhe  beribboned  manuscript  on  the  priest's  breast  fluttered  free 


in  sympathetic  concord.  There  was  not  a  dry  eye  in  the  house.  Only 
the  rubber  corks  the  first  sergeant  had  thoughtfully  provided,  saved  the 
rifle  bores  from  a  terrible  deluge. 

Around  the  northeast  corner  of  the  barracks,  on  to  the  fire  break  crept 
the  mourners.  The  firing  squad  fell  in  behind.  The  company  swung  into 
column  and  formed  a  hollow  square  aroimd  the  fatal  spot  where  the  grave 
diggers  were  already  at  work.  The  Pontifex  raised  his  twisted  hand. 
There  was  final  gush  of  tears,  then  silence.  (Two  privates  of  the  guard 
were  here  carried  out.)  Slowly  the  beribboned  manuscript  on  the  priest’s 
breast  fluttered  free.  Interminable  yards  of  it  fluttered  in  the  November 
wind.  The  man  of  wisdom  raised  his  eyes  from  the  earth,  and  in  a  voice 
of  surprising  resonance  for  one  so  far  in  years,  began  as  follows : 

Brethren: 

If  you  have  tears  to  shed,  prepare  to  shed  them  now.  This  is  a  sad 
and  memorable  hour.  Caesar  has  gone  down  into  dust.  The  shade  of 
Napoleon  is  but  a  fitful  memory.  Solomon,  Nat  Goodwin,  Nebuchad¬ 
nezzar  have  vanquished;  and  the  last  of  the  Romans,  the  friend,  guide, 
and  counsellor  of  us  all,  the  great  Joseph  LaTrine,  has  in  his  turn  shuffled 
off  this  mortal  coil  and  followed  the  footsteps  of  his  fathers  into  that  cold 
storage  vault  from  which  no  egg  returns. 

It  grieves  me  to  say  that  the  manner  of  Mr.  LaTrine’s  death  is  shrouded 
in  mystery.  When  the  company,  after  its  custom,  had  adjourned  for 
Mess  on  the  noon  of  Friday,  November  14,  the  deceased  seemed  to  be  his 
usual  vigorous  self.  His  conversation  was  rapid  and  brilliant,  his  sug¬ 
gestions  even  more  plausible,  his  arguments  more  convincing  than  usual. 
When  Mess  was  finished  and  the  men  foregathered  for  the  afternoon, 
Joseph  was  found  within  the  Sanctum,  but  found,  alas,  in  what  a  state! 
Stretched  at  full  length  upon  the  floor,  his  head  pillowed  upon  his  favored 
bowl,  his  right  hand  gripping  the  Hot  Water  Boiler  in  a  Death  Grapple, 
and  his  left  grasping  that  Fateful  Order  from  Headquarters  advising  of 
impending  dismissal  of  the  Great  War.  No  one  saw  him  die.  It  is 
supposed  that  the  prospect  of  the  sudden  loss  of  so  many  grandsons  burst 
upon  him  suddenly,  and  broke  his  aged  heart.  His  last  whispered  words 
were,  “Boys,  give  me  a  good  send  off.  Somebody  gummed  me  all  up.” 
It  behooves  us,  here,  to  carry  out  this  last  wish. 

Nothing  that  I  can  say  of  the  mighty  figure  who  has  departed  so  tragi¬ 
cally  from  our  midst  can  express  the  sorrow  and  anguish  present  in  all  our 
hearts.  (But  what  the  Hell,  somebody’s  got  to  do  it,  so  here  goes.) 

Joseph  LaTrine  was  of  French  origin,  as  his  name  implies.  He  was 
born  sometime  around  the  era  of  the  great  pyramid,  when  Cheops  asked, 
“Where  the  Devil  is  that  Contractor?”  and  the  little  Drummer  Boy  re¬ 
plied,  “I  think  he  just  went  round  to  Dinty’s,  Sir.” 


Of  his  youth  and  boyhood,  little  is  known.  It  is  supposed  that  he 
started  the  report  that  Caesar  had  a  bald  head,  and  Cleopatra’s  character 
suffered  considerably  at  his  hands.  Charles  the  First  simply  lost  his  head 
over  Joe.  In  our  own  history  he  has  had  a  prominent  place.  He  was 
present  at  the  first  Battle  of  Bull  Run,  furnishing  the  Bull  on  that  famous 
occasion.  It  is  rumored  that  he  had  a  large  finger  in  the  starting  of  this 
war,  when  he  whispered  in  the  Kaiser’s  ear  that  after  all  a  treaty  was  only 
a  scrap  of  paper.  Joe  was  an  authority  on  scraps  of  paper. 

But  enough  of  his  career.  The  man  himself  you  all  know.  Of  his 
veracity,  industry,  perseverance,  foresight,  accuracy,  too  much  cannot 
be  said  (at  least  not  now,  it  might  ruin  Joe’s  reputation).  Never  was  there 
a  day  when  Joe  was  not  on  the  job.  He  never  slept,  and  when  he  did,  he 
talked  in  his  sleep.  There  wras  never  a  situation  with  which  he  could  not 
cope  before  it  arrived,  and  ruin  afterwards.  His  technique  was  perfect, 
his  suspense  wonderful.  Never  was  he  known  to  make  an  error.  What 
he  told  you  was  sure  to  be  true,  and  when  Joe’s  decision  on  any  question, 
from  the  Green  Cheese  in  the  Moon  to  the  Green  Cheese  in  the  Mess,  was 
under  a  man’s  hat,  he  could  go  away  confident  that  no  metal  could  touch 
him.  And  this  is  the  brother,  nay  the  father,  we  have  all  lost !  Alas,  woe 
is  we!  Only  time  can  heal  the  scar. 

One  consolation  remains  to  our  sad  souls.  I  breathe  a  secret.  Guard 
it  carefully.  Joe,  before  he  died,  left  confided  to  my  care  his  posthumous 


“ While  the  casket  was  lowered  by  tender  hands  into  the  abyss " 


son,  Little  Joe.  That  charge  I  share  with  you.  The  child  is  a  mere  in¬ 
fant  in  swaddling  clothes,  but  already  he  shows  something  of  the  “Pep” 
which  made  his  father  and  Milwaukee  famous.  Let  it  be  certain  that 
we  do  not  fail  in  this  our  trust.  The  history  of  the  world  may  depend  on 
our  skill.  Think  what  would  the  world  be  without  a  little  Rumor  to  oc¬ 
cupy  its  hall  bedroom.  Let  us  solemnly  swear,  by  Joe  Bush  and  all  the 
fates,  that  we  shall  not  fail. 

And  now  as  we  confide  the  remnants  of  our  friend  and  father  to  this 
god-forsaken  Virginia  Sand,  and  bid  his  shattered  body  a  last  farewell  (con¬ 
ductor,  please  turn  on  the  tear  gas),  may  each  of  us  register  a  vow,  “What¬ 
ever  may  come,  whatever  my  lot  in  life,  or  station,  I  shall  never  forget 
Joseph  LaTrine,  B.  S.,  C.  O.  D.,  S.  O.  L.,  who  was  a  good  friend  in  trouble, 
and  died  with  his  gas  mask  to  the  foe. 

In  closing  I  can  only  say,  with  a  sob  in  my  voice,  “Joe  LaTrine,  the 
Great  Joe,  is  dead.  May  the  rumors  on  his  grave  never  grow  less!” 


glorious  tribute  ended,  there  was  a  pause  while  the  casket 
I  ^  ]  was  lowered  by  tender  hands  into  the  abyss.  Tardily  the  grave 
diggers  plied  their  spades.  The  Pontifex  spoke  the  last  quiet 
blessing,  the  firing  squad  shot  its  last  sad  volley,  the  rich  notes 
of  Taps  drifted  out  across  the  vibrant  air,  and  all  was  over. 


“  The  Pontifex  spoke  the  last  quiet  blessing" 


Thus  ends  the  passing  of  Joe  LaTrine.  He  to  whom  life  was  just  one 
darn  hole  after  another,  had  at  last  got  himself  into  one  he  couldn’t  wriggle 
out  of.  May  he  rest  quiet  in  peace,  assured  of  our  everlasting  gratitude 
and  undying  affection. 


“  The  firing  sqvad  shot  its  last  sad  volley" 


“The  rich  notes  of  taps  drifted 
out  across  the  vibrant  air 
and  all  was  over” 


W.  Y.  BURGE 
&  COMPANY 

“Where  Quality  Prevails” 


Headquarters  for 

“Adler-Rochester”  Clothes 
“Duofold”  Underwear 
“Eagle  Brand”  Shirts 
“Interwoven”  Socks 
“Corliss-Coon”  Collars 

May  we  suggest  inspection 
on  your  part  for  a  full  real¬ 
ization  of  the  economy  they 
offer. 

126  N.  Sycamore  Street 
Petersburg,  Va. 


Compliments  of 

SIGMUND  EISNER 
&  CO. 

Uniforms,  Clothing, 

Khaki  Specialties 

RED  BANK,  N.  J. 


Acme 

Heel 

Company 

FINE  OAK  HEELS 

For  Army  and  Civilian  Shoes 

BROCKTON, 

MASSACHUSETTS 


The  Leading  Hotels  of  Pittsburgh 


THE  WORLD’S  MOST  BEAUTIFUL  HOTEL 

Located  in  the  center  of  the  largest 
MANUFACTURING  DISTRICT 
of  the 

TWO  CONTINENTS 
and 

In  the  Heart  of  All  Activities  Possesses 

“The  Handsomest  Roof  Garden” 

IN  NORTH  AMERICA 


We  Welcome  all  Camp  Lee  Veterans 


“Meet  me  at  the  WILLIAM  PENN” 

A.  K.  McRAE,  General  Mgr. 


The  Grandest  Commercial  Men’s  Home 

in  the 

UNITED  STATES 

Located  in  the  center  of  the 
SHOPPING  AND  THEATRICAL  DISTRICTS 

and  one  minute’s  walk  from 
THE  PENNSYLVANIA  STATION 

SO  WELL  KNOWN  THAT  NOTHING  ELSE  NEED  BE  SAID 

Room  rates  $2.50  and  up  per  day 

“FORT  PITT  HOTEL” 

A.  K.  McRAE,  General  Mgr. 


“Used  by  the  Soldiers  of  Uncle  Sam ” 

HOPPE’S 

NITRO  POWDER  SOLVENT  No.  9 

(TRADE  MARK  REGISTERED) 

For  cleaning  High  Power  Springfield  Rifles,  Revol¬ 
vers  and  Machine  Guns. 

Sold  at  Post  Exchanges,  and  Ship  Stores,  Hard¬ 
ware  and  Sporting  Goods  Dealers. 

FRANK  A.  HOPPE 

PHILADELPHIA,  U.  S.  A. 


MURPHY’S  HOTEL 

RICHMOND,  VIRGINIA 
Headquarters  for  the  Roys 

The  largest  and  most  centrally  located  hotel  in  the  city.  The  only 
hotel  with  garage  attached. 


Rates,  $1.50  and  Up 


MORSE  MADE 
CLOTHES 

for  civilians  are  in  the  same  class  with 
Morse  Made  Uniforms  for  Military  men: 
the  standard  for  quality  and  moderation 
in  price: — -for — - 

Morse  Made  Uniforms 

are  the  product  of  a  highly  trained  uniform 
shop  which  has  made  uniform  apparel  con¬ 
tinually  since  1852. 

Morse  Made  Clothes 

are  sold  in  the  great  Morse  retail  store  in 
Boston  and  in  many  towns  all  over  Amer¬ 
ica.  If  the  dealer  in  your  town  doesn’t 
have  them,  write  us. 


See  the  man  in  the  Morse  Store  at  the 
entrance  to  the  camp. 

LEOPOLD  MORSE  CO. 


On  E  of  the  best  ways  to  practise  econ¬ 
omy  is  to  buy  something  good.  It  insures 

servite  and  satisfaction.  This  argument  applies  forcibly  to 


GUYER  HATS 

These  hats  are  so  widely  known  that  you  are  assured  in 
advance  the  color,  style  and  quality  of  the  new  spring 
models  are  all  that  can  be  desired.  The  prices  are  moderate 

BE  SURE  TO  WEAR  A 

GUYER  SOFT  HAT 

They  are  the  best  for  Quality  and  Style 
For  Sale  in  all  Principal  Cities 


want  soft  hat  comfort  you  can’t  do 
better  than  to  wear  a 

KINGFLEX 

It’s  the  King  of  all  flexible  Derbies. 

FASHION 

PARK 

CLOTHES 

FOR 

YOUNG  MEN 

ARE  SOLD 

EXCLUSIVELY  IN 

PITTSBURGH 

BY 

THE  ROSENBAUM  CO. 

Sixth  Liberty  Penn. 


Compliments  of 


^•tepJjen  #rcene  &  Co. 

PHILADELPHIA ,  PA. 


AFTER  THE  HIKE! 

We  know  a  lot  of  military  men  who  are  getting  wonder¬ 
ful  wear  out  of  our  “ WESTPOINTER”  shoes. 

HOW  ’BOUT  YOURSELF? 

Everything  men  and  boys  wear. 

Special  “Shopping  Service”  for  orders  by  mail. 


ROGERS  PEET  COMPANY 


Broadway 

at  13th  St.  “The 

Four 

Broadway  Corners” 

at  Warren 

NEW  YORK  CITY 


Broadway 
at  34th  St. 

Fifth  Ave. 
at  41st  St. 


PHONE  400-401 


SCARSDALE 
SUPPLY  COMPANY 


Compliments  of 


COAL 

FEED 

LUMBER  & 

MASON’S 

MATERIALS 


Automatic 

Gassave 

Company 


HOWARD,  PA. 


STATION  PARK 

SCARSDALE.  NEW  YORK 


HUGH  MCDONALD,  president 
LESTER  R.  STEWART. 

MANAGER -TREASURER 


BLABON’S  LINOLEUM 

Compliments  of 

\  D.  A.  DONOVAN’S 
SONS  CO. 

A  Valuable  Product  for  Military, 
Naval  and  Industrial  Uses. 

Linoleum  is  used  by  nearly  every  branch  of 
the  Government,  because  it  is  the  best  floor  cov¬ 
ering  known  for  Hospitals,  Y.  M.  C.  A.  Centers, 
Cantonments,  Federal  Office  Buildings,  Work¬ 
men’s  Homes,  and  for  covering  the  decks  of  Navy 
and  Cargo  ships. 

LYNN,  MASS. 

Send  for  samples  and  illustrated  booklet. 

THE  GEORGE  W.  BLABON  CO. 
Philadelphia 

Head  office  of  the 

Sales  Department, 

212  Fifth  Ave.,  New  York 

The 

GOOD 

LUCK 

to  you — Boys 

NATIONAL  BANK 

Of  PETERSBURG  ; 

PETERSBURG,  VIRGINIA 

Assets,  over  $7,000,000.00 
Capital,  $600,000.00 

Surplus  and  Profits,  $275,000.00 

AMERICAN  BANK  and 
TRUST  CO.,  Inc. 

Petersburg,  Virginia 

ORGANIZED  1886 

B.  B.  Jones,  President 

W.  L.  Venable,  Vice-President 

Chas.  E.  Plummer,  Vice-President 

E.  H.  Beasley,  Cashier 

S.  I.  Bragg,  Assistant  Cashier 

ABSOLUTELY  FIRE-PROOF  AND  MODERN 

EUROPEAN 

HOTEL  PETERSBURG 

HOTEL  PETERSBURG  CO.  C.  C.  POOR 

Proprietors  Manager 

PETERSBURG,  VA. 


Compliments  of 

THE  DONOVAN-GILES  CO. 

DISTINCT  DESIGNS  IN 

MODERN  FOOTWEAR 

FOR  THE  GENTLEWOMAN 


BOSTON  OFFICE,  183  ESSEX  STREET 


LYNN,  MASSACHUSETTS 


Stern  Brothers 

West  Forty-second  and  Forty-third  Streets 
NEW  YORK 

UNIFORMS  AT  COST 
For  Army  Officers 

'pHE  same  Kirschbaum  tailored  Uniforms  which  Army 
Officers  by  the  tens  of  thousands  are  wearing  here  in 
America  and  in  Europe.  Sold  by  us  at  the  actual  wholesale 
prices. 

14-oz.  Serge  Uniforms,  -  -  $27.00 

20-oz.  Whipcord  Uniforms,  -  $35.00 
Overcoats  of  30-oz.  Melton,  -  $35.00 


Compliments  of . . 

“Treat  Yourself 

to  The  Best ” 

West  Disinfecting 

CHEJV 

Company 

Manufacturing  Chemists,  Disin¬ 

MAIL 

fectants  and  Sanitary 

POUCH 

Appliances 

PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 

TOBACCO 

Compliments  of 


The  Purity  lee  Cream 
Company 


Camp  Lee,  Petersburg  and  Richmond,  Va. 
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^ate 

We  have  cleaned  and  oiled  our  rifles, 
For  to  stand  retreat  at  night. 

We  have  shivered  out  at  Reveille, 

In  early  morning  light. 

We  have  tried  to  eat  the  corn  bread, 

In  the  mess  three  times  a  week. 

We  have  listened  to  the  stories 
Handed  out  in  class  by  Seek. 

We  have  studied  in  the  evening, 

With  the  quiet —  Platoon. 

We  have  lined  up  for  our  breakfast. 

By  the  bright  light  of  the  moon. 

We  have  tried  to  drill  the  comp’ny, 
’Neath  the  captain’s  eagle  eye. 

We  have  hiked  along  with  full  pack, 
’Neath  the  blue  Virginia  sky. 

We  have  looked  the  mail  box  over. 

And  returned  with  feelings  mean. 

We  have  listened  to  the  rumors, 

Of  our  old  friend  Joe  Latrine. 

We  have  bought  our  shoes  and  puttees. 
And  our  tailored  whip-cord  suits. 

We  have  gone  and  bought  the  Gold  Bar, 
For  the  day  that  we’d  be  Lieuts. 

But  our  work  has  been  for  nothing. 

It's  a  fate  we  don’t  deserve. 

If  we'd  stuck  we'd  all  been  Louies, 

In  the  Officers  Reserve! 
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